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WHERE  ARE  THE  BOYS  OF  SIXTY-ONE 

TO  FIVE? 


Where  are  the  Boys  of  Sixty-one, 

The  boys  that  we  used  to  know 
When  the  eye  was  bright  and  the  footstep  light, 

That  today  are  infirm   and  slow  ? 
Some  sleep  in  the  quiet  church-yard  where 

No  sound  can  their  slumbers  wake, 
As  the  soft  winds  murmur  above  their  heads 

And  the  leafy  branches  shake. 
Some  sleep  in  the  southland  where  no  stone 

Bearing  name   or   rank  we   trace, 
Now   sweet   forget-me-not  entwines 

O'er  their  last,  long  resting  place. 

Where  are  the  Boys  of  Sixty-two, 

The  boys  who  in  art  of  war 
Were  learning  to  fight  for  the  cause  of  right 

Unheeding  the  cannon's  roar. 
Or  the  wild  fierce  charge  when  the  rebel  hosts 

Sweeping  on  with  a  wild,  fierce  yell, 
Seemed  to  pierce  the  sulphurous  air  as  if 

They  were  borne  from  the  pit  of  hell? 
Aye !  the  boys  who  stood  in  the  long  blue  line, 

When  the  trusty  old  Springfield  spoke 
Sending  shot  for  shot,  giving  shout  for  yell 

Through  the  battle's  wild  din  and  smoke. 

Where   are  the   Boys   of   Sixty-three? 

The  year  when  the  nation's  fate 
In  the  balance  hung,  and  the  cry  for  aid 

Came  from  every  northern  state. 
Antietam,   Vicksburg,   Gettysburg, 

Each  held  on  its  bloody  breast 
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Their  thousands  of  boys  of  Sixty-three 

In  their  long,  last  eternal  rest. 
Still,  the  march  went  on  as  their  comrades  yet 

Followed  on  through  the  camp  and  field, 
When  the  Old  Flag  led,  while  thousands  more 

With  life,  their  devotion  sealed. 

Where  are  the   Boys  of  Sixty-four? 

I  see  them  as  through  the  pine 
And  the  forest  deep  of  the  wilderness, 

They  make  up  the  old  blue  line. 
Some  are  now  no  longer  the  beardless  youth 

That   started  in   sixty-one, 
But  veterans  bronzed  by  a  southern  sun 

And  the  hardships  of  fields  hard  won. 
With  unfaltering  steps  and  determined  hearts 

They're  an  army  of  strong  young  men, 
Save  the  thousands  who  sleep  in  a  soldier's  grave, 

Or  are  starved  in  a  prison  pen. 

Where  are  the  Boys  of  Sixty-five? 

They  who  started  with  you  and  me? 
I  see  them  with  Sherman  as  they  swept 

From  Atlanta  down  to  the  sea, 
I  see  the  Old  Colors  above  their  heads 

All  tattered  and  torn  they  fly. 
The  old  stars  and  stripes,  for  which  proud  they  yet 

Were  willing  to  fight  and  die. 
I  hear  the  shouts  of  the  victors  now 

As  returning  to  home  once  more 
They  clasp  to  their  arms  their  loved  ones,  glad 

To  be  freed  from  the  curse  of  war. 

Where  are  the  Boys  of  Nineteen-nine? 

Now  an  army  of  gray  haired  men 
Who  so  proudly  point  to  the  badge  they  wear 

As  they  live  o'er  the  past  again. 
They  are  here  today,  but  with  broken  ranks, 

And  the  people  with  reverence  bow 
As  with  heads  uncovered  a  wreath  they  place 
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On  the  veteran's  honored  brow. 
God  keep  them  long  amid  home  and  friends, 

And  may  their  declining  years 
Be  warmed  by  the  sunshine  of  love  and  care 

That  will  banish  all  pain  and  tears. 

Where  are  the  Old  Grand  Army  Boys? 

Will  be  asked  in  the  years  to  come ; 
When  no  column  of  blue  will  again  be  seen, 

To  follow  the  fife  and  drum. 
But  the  answer  borne  on  the  breezes  soft; 

Will  whisper,  in  requiem  low ; 
They  are  gone,  but  the  nation  lives  for  which 

They   fought,  in  long  years  ago. 
And  the  old  flag  waves  o'er  a  people  proud, 

And  the  memories  keep  alive ; 
The  deeds  of  valor  that  crown  the  boys. 

Of  sixty-one  to  sixty-five. 

And  the  generation  yet  unborn. 

Will  whisper  the  name  with  pride 
As  they  point  to  the  silent  graves  of  those, 

Who  for  freedom  once  fought  and  died ; 
Not,  the  freedom  that  boasts  of  the  men  who  stood 

And  defied  our  nation's  laws. 
And  with  bloody  hands  for  four  long  years, 

Fought  to  uphold  a  traitor's  cause; 
But  to  the  loyal  men  such  as  we  revere, 

Men  to  flag  and  nation  true. 
Whose  last  breath  prayed  for  a  Union  saved, 

'Neath  the  Glorious  Red,  White  and  Blue. 
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OLD  GLORY. 

Its  Defenders  and  Preservers. 


Why  gather  ye  here,  and  what  interests  you? 
Ye  gray  bearded  men,   with  your  garments  of  blue, 
Whence  came  ye,  and  why  as  your  column  goes  by, 
Does  the  head  of  this  nation  bow  low — and  a  sigh, 
Escape  from  the  heart — and  the  breast — as  they  note, 
That  little  bronze  badge  you  wear  on  your  coat ; 
And  a  cheer  on  the  air  would  go  up  from  each  throat, 
And  your  cheeks  flush  with  pride,  as  above  you  float. 

Flies  the  sequel,  that  tells  the  whole  story; 
There's  an  emblem  in  sight, 
Dancing  in  the  sunlight, 
A  banner  that  led  you  in  many  a  fight, 

A  banner  you  christened,  Old  Glory. 

Why  leave  ye  your  homes  on  this  beautiful  day? 
When  the  soft  air  is  laden  with  blossoms  of  May. 
What  can  interest  you,  when  the  world  can  but  know 
You  were  men  in  your  prime  many  long  years  ago. 
What  power  unseen  stops  the  forge  and  the  mill? 
And  the  plow  in  the  furrow,  is  left  standing  still. 
While  from  ocean  to  ocean  is  felt  the  keen  thrill 
Of  emotions  that  sweep  through  your  being  until 

Though  each  of  you,  now  gray  and  hoary, 
Want  to  stand  up  and  shout, 
Fling  the  old  banner  out, 
And  the  multitude  standing  around  and  about 

Want  to  join  you  in  cheers  for  Old  Glory. 

What  means  the  low  sound  of  the  muffled  drum's  beat. 
As  the  slow  measured  tread  of  the  old  soldier's  feet, 
To  the  music  keeps  time,  though  the  shrill,  plaintive  fife, 
Seems  to  tell  you  the  spirit  has  gone  from  its  life. 
And  you  follow  along  to  the  city  where  lies 
The  comrades  you  knew,  where  with  tear  moistened  eyes 


POEMS  BY  C.  C.  HASSLER.  11 

You  garland  each  grave,  though  in  each  heart  arise 
Thoughts  of  fields  that  were  crimson  and  gory, 

Where  beside  you  these  men 

Oft,   and  time,   and  again, 

Had  suffered,  some  died  in  the  dark  prison  pen 
To  uphold  and  to  honor  Old  Glory. 

Why  should  I  question  you,  when  around  and  above, 
Though  draped  in  deep  mourning  the  colors  you  love, 
With  every  star  shining  and  every  fold  bright, 
In  the  Sixties  that  kissed  the  morning's  sunlight. 
Is  today  at  half  mast  in  remembrance  of  they 
Who  died  that  this  nation  might  not  pass  away 
And  that  lives,  tho' — the  critics,  explain  as  they  may. 
With  all  praise  to  the  Blue  and  none  to  the  Gray, 

Much  less  to  the  half-hearted  Tory, 
Well  may  ye   feel  proud, 
That   the   nation's   war  cloud, 
No  longer  exists,  or  its  people  enshroud. 

And  that  you,  proved  your  love  for  Old  Glory. 

Are  they  all  here  today,  I  am  speaking  to  you. 
Ye  men  that  now  wear  the  old  Grand  Army  blue. 
Are  they  all  here  to  answer  to  roll  call  today, 
Who  sat  by  your  side  last  Memorial  day? 
Or  swelling  the  ranks  of  another  command, 
Where  the  hosts  join  in  unison  choruses  grand, 
With  another  Grand  Army  that  ne'er  shall  disband. 

While  angels  who  chant  the  old  story. 
Tells  alas  that  'tis  true. 
They  are  waiting  for  you, 
And  have  laid  off  forever  the  old  Grand  Army  blue, 

They  wore  when  they  followed  Old  Glory? 

May  the  world  not  forget  that  to  you  who  yet  live, 

This  nation   can  never   full  recompense  give. 

And  the  flowers  they  lay  on  your  graves  should  instead. 

Be  given  in  life,  and  not  after  you're  dead. 

May  they  learn  that  your  burdens  in  life  they  might  share 

And  the  weary  brow  smoothe  from  its  wrinkles  and  care, 

And  that  Old  Soldiers  ask  but  for  justice  and  swear 
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Man  should  have  his  reward  when  to  do  and  to  dare, 
He  has  earned  more  than  mere  praise  and  glory. 

Then  alone  on  this  day, 

'Mid  the  beauties  of  May, 

Will  the  Old  Soldier  feel,  'twas  the  Blue,  not  the  Gray, 
That  preserved  and  defended  Old  Glory. 

=^     ^     >^ 

OUR  COMRADES  GONE,  BUT  NOT 
FORGOTTEN. 


While  pray'rs  ascend  and  tears  are  shed, 
And  nations  pay  to  honored  dead. 

Their  tributes  to  his  fame. 
We'll  weave  our  roses  in  a  crown 
And  lay  them  sadly,  gently  down, 
A  wreath  of  immortelles  to  live, 
And  fadeless,  in  all  ages  give. 

Bright  lustre  to  his  name. 

Where  mountain  peaks  blend  northern   skies, 
Or  where  'neath  southlands  balmy  skies 

The  sweet  magnolias  bloom ; 
In  all  the  land  each  loyal  heart 
Will  share  a  patriot's  loving  part. 
And  joined  in  tears  as  one  will  lay 
Our  gift — a  Nation's  Love — today 

Upon  his   silent  tomb. 

Farewell — old  loyal  comrade — ^when 
The  perfume  of  sweet  flowers  again 

Bright    spring-times    breezes    swell ; 
We'll  think  of  thee  with  reverent  thought, 
And  bless  the  work  thy  hands  have  wrought. 
Farewell,  God's  will,  not  ours,  be  done, 
Life's  battles  o'er,  the  victory  won. 

Farewell — a  last  Farewell. 
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THEY  SLEEP,  THOSE  OLD  COMRADES 

OF  OURS. 


They  sleep,  those  Old  Comrades  of  ours, 

Whose  manhood  was  tested  and  tried 
On  fields  where  the  nation's  defenders, 

For  her  honor,  fought,  suffered  and  died. 
Their  shields  ever  bright  were  emblazoned 

With  honor  and  proudly  they  bore 
In  their  life  work  an  untarnished  record; 

None  brighter  in  peace  or  in  war. 

They  sleep,  let  the  soft  winds  murmur 

And  chant  their  glad  songs  today. 
As  the  flowers  of  spring-time  the  sweetest 

On  each  mound  we  in  sorrow  lay. 
Let  the  song  birds  trill  in  the  branches 

As  they  rocked  by  the  soft  winds  nod, 
They  sleep  and  their  brave  souls  upward 

Have  taken  their  flight  to  God. 

They  sleep,  and  the  halls  of  the  nation 

The  state  or  the  councils  of  men, 
Will  resound  with  no  truer  defenders 

Of  justice  or  manhood  again. 
To  know  them  here  was  but  to  love  them, 

Truth,  loyalty,  principle, — best. 
Were  prized  by  our  Comrades  who  weary 

Today  lie  so  peaceful  at  rest. 

They  sleep,  near  their  old  home,  so  sacred. 

Where  each  bud  and  blossom  they  knew, 
'Neath  the  trees  that  some   loving  hand  planted 

And  watched  as  they  flourished  and  grew. 
Let  us  chant  a  low  requiem, — saying — 

In  language  each  one  knew  so  well : 
We  miss  you,  old  Comrade,  we  miss  you — 

We  miss  you — Farewell — Farewell. 
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THE  REASON  WHY? 


You  ask  why  we  pause  as  a  people  each  year, 
When  bud  and  blossom  of  springtime  appear. 
And  the  graves  of  our  comrades  with  bright  flowers  strew, 
As  a  token  of  love  and  remembrance  anew. 
They  had  the  same  hopes  and  ambitions  and  trials 
Like  we ;    the  same  cares  and  the  same  self-denials ; 
They  lived  for  their  loved  ones,  yet  heeding  the  cry 
Of  their  country  went  forth  to  suffer — to  die. 

They  left  the  same  comforts  of  home  that  were  dear, 
To  the  high  and  the  low — and  the  prayer  and  the  tear 
Of  the  wife  and  the  mother,  the  sweetheart,  the  friend. 
With  their  last  thought  of  life,  with  sadness  did  blend. 
They  sleep,  side  by  side,  as  they  often  in  line. 
In  blood  crimson  trench,  or  dark  copse  of  pine 
They  stood  while  the  fierce  storm  of  iron  and  lead 
A  requiem  sang  o'er  the  forms  of  the  dead. 

The  world  has  moved  on  since  the  days  when  these  men 
Their  manhood  proved,  as  again  and  again 
They  stopped  not  to  count  on  the  cost  in  the  strife, 
When  the  price  to  be  paid  was  our  national  life. 
They  suffered — they  died,  but  the  nation  yet  lives, 
And  the  tribute  of  love  that  a  people  now  gives 
Is  the  blossoms  of  May  on  the  graves  of  the  dead. 
And  the  blessings  of  God  on  the  veteran's  head. 

'Tis  well !    Let  the  nation  through  all  coming  years, 
When  spring  in  her  beauty  and  verdure  appears, 
Forget  not  her  duty  and  reverence  pay 
To  her  gallant  defenders,  long  since  passed  away. 
They  lived — and  they  loved — they  died — and  now  sleep, 
But  over  each  grave  will  this  great  nation  keep 
Their  vigils  of  love,  as  with  reverent  tread 
They  comfort  the  living  and  honor  the  dead. 
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LIFE'S  BEAUTIFUL  STATION  OF  REST. 


(Dedicated    to    our    departed    neighbors    for    Memorial    Day, 

June  6,  1909.) 

Life's  train  sweeps  away  on  its  mission, 

Gliding  swiftly  along  through  the  years, 
Bearing  hopes  and  ambitions  the  highest 

That  are  sweetened  by  joys  and  by  tears. 
It  dashes  along  by  the  meadows 

And  green  fields  of  youth  with  a  scream 
That  awakens  the  sleepers  who  slumber 

From  Life's  ever  beautiful  dream. 
Life's  train  will  stop  only  at  stations 

Where  the  Master  who  signals  on  high, 
Has  provided  a  welcome  for  neighbors 

Which  the  train  takes  as  it  passes  by. 
His   hand,   though   unseen's,   on  the  throttle. 

His  wisdom — the  compass,  the  best, 
And  his  love  is  supreme  as  he  points  to 

Life's  Beautiful  Station  of  Rest. 

Life's  train  for  our  neighbors  is  ever 

On  time  as  it  reaches  the  shore 
Where  loved  ones  are  waiting  to  greet  them 

Wiho  only  have  gone  on  before. 
And  the  headlight  that  pierces  the  darkness 

Soothes  the  sorrows  of  each  weary  breast 
And  with  glory  illumines  the  portals 

Of  Life's  Beautiful  Station  of  Rest. 

Then   out  through   the   gloom   see   the   sunshine, 

And  the  face  of  that  Pilot  above, 
Who  has  called  from  a  happy  home  circle. 

Our  neighbor  to  mansions  above. 
There,  there,  where  life's  storms  shall  sweep  never, 

Safe  at  home  in  the  realms  of  the  blest 
He'lli  be  waiting  for  us  at  the  station — 

Life's  Beautiful  Station  of  Rest. 
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Thus  one  by  one  now  they  are  passing, 

Passing  on  as  life's  train  sweeps  by 
And  as  neighbors,  remaining,  we  offer 

Our  tribute  with  tear-moistened  eye. 
As  father  and  husband  or  neighbor. 

Proving  manhood  in  every  test — 
They  are  worthy  of  Life's  crown  eternal 

In  Life's  Beautiful  Station  of  Rest. 


GOOD  ADVICE. 


(Written  for  the  Modern  Woodman.) 

Neighbor,  if  you  have  a  wife,  don't  forget  the  way 

You  used  to  love  to  kiss  her — never  missed  a  day — 

You  kissed  her  in  the  morning  when  to  work  you  went  away, 

And  you  never  failed  to  kiss  her  when  at  night 

You  found  your  supper  waiting  on  the  table, 

And  the  home  and  little  wife  were  precious  in  j^our  sight. 

Neighbor,  if  you  have  a  wife,  one  that  loves  you  yet, 

Don't  forget  to  kiss  her  once  every  chance  you  get. 

Kiss  her  just  as  often  as  you  did  when  she  became 

A  bride  who  saved  her  smiles  to  welcome  you, 

And  tell  her  when  you  kiss  her  that  her  presence  is  the  light 

That  brightens  every  day  your  path  anew. 

Neighbor,  if  you  have  a  wife,  you  should  never  miss 

A  golden  opportunity  to  lighten  with  a  kiss 

All  the  little  worries  that  she  daily  has  to  meet, 

That  little  folks  are  always  sure  to  make ; 

Praise  her  pie  and  pudding  and  be  sure  to  tell  her  oft, 

They  are  better  than  your  mother  used  to  bake. 
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Neighbor,  if  you  have  a  wife,  please  remember  this. 
There's  only  one  occasion  when  you'd  better  save  your  kiss ; 
When  the  clothes  line  separates  when  the  line  is  full 
Then,  and  not  till  then,  if  you  are  wise. 
Wait  until  it's  up  again,  and  from  behind  the  clouds 
The  sun  is  brightly  shining  in  the  skies. 

Neighbor,  if  you  have  no  wife,  sorry  is  your  lot; 

But  don't  forget  there's  good  ones  yet  awaiting  to  be  caught ; 

Go  and  see  your  Neighbor's  wife,  and  kiss — oh,  heavens,  no ! 

But  ask  her  to  assist  you  in  your  plan 

To  catch  some  Royal  Neighbor — every  one  will  prove  to  be 

A  fortune  to  an  honest,  sober  man. 

Neighbor,  if  you  have  a  wife,  don't  forget  the  way 
You   kissed  her   when   she   promised  you   to   name   the   wed- 
ding day; 
The  world  may  call  you  spooney,  and  societ}^  may  sneer, 
And  tell  you  that  your  sparking  days  are  o'er, 
But  her  life  will  be  the  sweeter,  and  your  own  be  always  glad, 
If  you  kiss  her,  kiss  her,  kiss  her  all  the  more. 

*  *  * 

THIS  GLAD  ERA  OF  "FRATERNITY." 


When  this  world  was  first  created 
And  for  good  or  ill  were  mated 

Eve  and  Adam,  our  first  parents, 

It  was  then  that  first  began 
All  the  joys  and  sorrows  ringing 
Down  the  ages  past  and  bringing 

In  their  train  both  good  and  evil 

As  a  legacy  to  man. 

Kings  and   rulers  fought,  defying. 
With  their  armies  both  denying 
All  the  claims  of  weaker  powers 
For  supremacy  and  right, 
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'Neath  the  rule  of  tyrants'  wielding 
Sword,   and  spear,  the  weaker  yielding, 
Lived  and  learned  to  look  above  them 
For  their  guidance  in  the  fight. 

Thus  for  centuries  unheeding 
Prayers  of  weaker  ones  oft'  pleading 

For  protection  from  the  follies 

And  misfortunes  of  the  race. 
Widows  mourned ;   in  hunger  often 
Sought  in  vain  the  heart  to  soften, 

As  they  plead  for  human  sympathy, 

Their  sorrows  to  efface. 

Some  with  heavy  burdens  lifting 
Down  the  stream  of  life  were  drifting 

With  no  thought  of  those  who  near  them 

Would  their  deepest  sorrows  share. 
Few  were  cheered  by  those  who  loved  them, 
Others  mourned  for  those  above  them, 

Who  had  heard  the  Master's  summons 

To  a  welcome  "Over  There." 

Thus   decades  have  passed,   when  blending, 
With  a  Christian  thought  descending. 
Like  a  ray  of  sunshine  bursting 
Through  the  darkened  clouds  above. 
Came  this  Era,  full  of  gladness. 
Drying  tears  of  pain  and  sadness, 
As  it  bore  the  tidings  wafted 
On  fraternal  wungs  of  "Love." 

Like   some   angel's  voice  oft  reaching 
Hearts  responsive  to  no  teaching 

Save  the  golden  idol,  worshipped 

In  the  eager  rush  for  gain. 
It  has  proved  that  help  to  others. 
Kindly  acts  to  Neighbors,  Brothers, 

Lend  a  charm  to  life,  and  sweetens 

All  our  sufferings  and  pain. 
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Yes,  how  sweet  this  thought  comes  cheering 
That  today,  in  tones  endearing, 

May  be  heard  the  sakitation : 

Neighbor,   Brother — how   it  thrills, 
How  it  teaches  us  that  living 
.    Means  forbearance  and  forgiving. 

As  in  hand  and  heart  together 

Oft'  we  climb  life's  rugged  hills.  •• 

With  that  "Eye"  all  seeing  o'er  us, 
With  his  precepts  plain  before  us. 

With  our  hopes  and  aspirations 

Bound  with  golden  ties  above, 
Welcome,  all  life's  joys  and  sorrows, 
Glad  today's  or  sad  tomorrow's. 

Welcome,  ever  this  "Glad  Era" 

Of  fraternal  hope  and  love. 

And  with  efforts  undiminished, 
Until  life's  work  here  is  finished, 

May  we  all  as  loyal  "WJoodmen" 

Ever  worthy  strangers  seek, 
And  with  vows  fraternal  'round  them, 
That  no  cruel  taunts  may  wound  them, 

Prove  that  we,  and  "Royal"  Neighbors, 

Both  will  stand  beside  the  weak. 

^    ^     ^ 

NO  ASSESSMENT  IN  NOVEMBER. 


No  assesment  in  November ! 

Well,  if  that  don't  beat  the  Jews! 
Nary  a  dogoned  cent  demanded. 

Now,  that's  what  I  call  news. 
No  assessment,  when  I  hear'  em 

In  the  other  orders  say, 
They  air  not  surprised  when  hearin' 

Two  and  three  they  have  to  pay. 
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No  assessment  in  November ! 

Well,   I  kalkilate  that  means 
This  old  silver  daddy  dollar's 

Goin'   down  in  my  old  jeans. 
Won't  the  Neighbors  stir  and  hustle 

'Round  and  bring  the  fellers  in, 
When  they  tell  'em  how  the  Wioodmen's 

Head  Clerk  made  the  neighbors  grin ! 

No   assessment  in   November ! 

Just  the  month,  too,  when  it  takes 
Every  dime  and  every  dollar 

That  a  poor  workin'  feller  makes. 
Shoes  to  buy  for  Joe  and  Mary, 

Taters   for  the  winter's  store, 
Books  and  things  for  John  and  Sarry, 

Things  you  hain't  thought  of  before. 

No  assessment  in  November ! 

Well,  I  guess  them  old  line  chaps 
Won't  be  tickled  when  they  hear  how 

Cost  of  good  insurance  draps ; 
Won't  be  comin'  buzzin'  'round  us 

Like  a  swarm  of  bumble  bees 
When  we  pint  to  this  here  notice, 

*'No  assessment,  if  you  please." 

No  assessment  in   November ! 

Well,  now  that's  what  I  call  ligtit — • 
Managers  like  we  hev  knockin' 

Double  headers  out  of  sight. 
Harmony  and  good  will  keepin' 

Step  to  music  "  'long  the  line," 
Woodman   jubilees   a   drawin' 

Crowds  of  neighbors  glad  to  jine. 

No  assessment  in  November ! 

We  hain't  cryin'  after  stuff; 
Out  Head  Banker  don't  keep  drawm' 

When  he  knows  he's  got  enough. 
Head  Physician  he  don't  swallow 

Doubtful  risks,  but  takes  the  cream; 
When  he's  through  he  jist  mails  the 

Stump  and  makes  the  "eagle  scream." 
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CRYING  OVER  SPILLED  MILK. 


(The  Lamentations  of  a   Modern  Woodman.) 

Two  years  ago  when  things  seemed  going  all  to  smash, 
I  drapped  my  Woodman  policy,  and  thought  I'd  save  the  cash, 
I  sed  the  rates  were  high  enough,  an'  they  can't  bumfoozle  me, 
Fer  I'll  get  old-line  insurance — jest  as  cheap  as  it  can  be 
Well,  I  tuk  five  thousand  New  York  Life,  because  the  agent 

sed, 
''Your   folks   will   get   the   money   sure,   as   soon   as   you   are 

dead." 
It's  too  late  now  to  kick  and  growl,  but  I  often  tell  my  wife, 
I'd  like  to  lick  the  man  who  talked  me  into  New  York  Life, 
If  I 

darst, 

but 

I  darsn't. 

I  read  the  papers  every  day  how  them  fellows  do, 

An'  the  millions  they  have  gobbled  up,  paid  in  by  me  an'  you. 

I've  seed  some  chesty  actors,  but  for  undisputed  gall, 

I'll   back   the   world,    so   the    papers    say,    with    Morgan    and 

McCall. 
I  'spect  the  world  will  soon  find  out  by  'sperience  jest  like 

mine 
That  all  the  good  insurance  plans  are  not  found  in  old-line. 
I'd  like  to  drap  it,  and  ag'in  a  Woodman  be  once  more, 
An'  jine  the  camp  a  feelin'  proud  of  the  badge  I  alius  wore, 
If  I 

darst, 

but 

I  darsn't. 

You  see,  I'm  over  forty-five,  and  the  only  chance  for  me 

Is  to  pony  up  three  times  as  much  as  my  Woodman   rates 

would  be. 
That  old-line  agent  he's  lit  out  for  other  fields  to  show, 
That  all  f raternals  are  no  good,  an'  up  the  flue  must  go. 
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Dog  'on  it,  when  I  think  it  o'er  it  makes  me  bilin'  mad, 
Because  I  hadn't  since  enough  to  hold  to  what  I  had. 
It's  too  late  now  to  kick  and  howl,  but  not  too  late  to  fret, 
Because  I  cannot  find  a  chance  to  lick  somebody  yet. 
If  I 

darst, 

but 

I  darsn't 

^     ^    ^ 

NO  ASSESSMENT,  "IF  YOU  PLEASE." 


Fraternal  hosts  oft  powerful  are  found 

Who  bend  their  greatest  energies  to  place, 
And  hold,  advanced  positions  on  the  ground, 

And  lead  in  every  grand  fraternal  race ; 
But  oft  there  comes  a  victor  on  the  field — 

Some  bold  young  knight  who  wins  the  prize  with  ease, 
By  words  emblazoned  on  his  trusty  shield — 

No  assessment,  "If  you  please." 

High-sounding  titles  oft  the  mind  confuse 

When  coupled  with  traditions  of  the  past, 
And  knights  with  courtly  retinues  oft  lose 

Their  royal  splendor,  dignity  and  cast; 
But  Woodcraft's  humble  title,   Neighbor,  lends 

New  charms,  not  gained  by  mystic,  dark  degrees. 
Which  beautify,  as  with  its  meaning  blends. 

No  assessment,  "If  you  please." 

Our  record,  then,  but  one  more  truth  confirms 

How  Woodmen's  strong  foundations  firmly  rest 
On  wise  administrative  force  that  earns. 

Encomiums  that  ring  throughout  the  west. 
That  record  grand  one  more  truism  proves. 

And  verifies  how  Woodcraft  devotees 
The  strongest  opposition  oft  removes 

By,  No  assessment,  'Tf  you  please." 
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Well  may  ye  claim  with  honest,  heartfelt  pride, 

Ye  sturdy  Woodmen  sons,  and  daughters  fair, 
Who  Woodcraft's  richest  blessings  both  divide 

Beneath  its  wise  and  all-protecting  care. 
Well  may  ye  live  content  and  proudly  claim 

Each  triumph  yours,  and  rest  secure,  at  ease. 
As  welcome  words  once  more  to  you  proclaim, 

No  assessment,  "If  you  please." 

Unfurl  the  Woodmen's  banner;    let  it  float. 

Proud  emblem  of  fraternal  hope  and  trust, 
Emblazoned  on  each  fold,  its  truths  denote 

A  lasting  shield  for  all,  both  sound  and  jusf 
See  how  o'er  old-line  battlements  is  found 

A  host  who  follow,  while  upon  the  breeze 
Of  mild  September  is  borne  the  sound — 

No  assessment,  "If  you  please." 


^     ^     ^ 

A  PAGE  FROM  EVERY  DAY  LIFE. 


The  Woodmen,  O  yes,  I  have  heard  of  them. 

No  doubt  they  are  good  in  their  way, 
But  you  see,  Mr.  Deputy,  times  are  hard 

And  I  have  got  debts  to  pay. 
You  see  there's  a  mortgage  upon  the  farm 

And  it  will  take  all  my  cash. 
And  ever  reminds  me  of  duty 

And  not  to  do  anything  rash. 
"My  health,"  why  it  never  was  better, 

I  never  was  sick  in  my  life, 
And  I  live  for  my  five  boys,  stranger, 

For  them  and  my  darling  wife. 
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"What's  that  you  say?"     Is  Mary 

As  well  qualified  as  I 
To  manage  the  farm  and  the  children 

If  I   should  lay  down  and  die? 
Why  bless  you,  that's  a  new  question, 

But  still  it  does  not  trouble  me, 
I  am  as  strong  and  healthy 

As  ever  a  man  can  be. 
Some  day  when  I'm  out  of  debt,  perhaps, 

If  you  are  around  I'll  take 
A  thousand  or  so  in  the  Woodmen, 

Well,  just  for  the  fashion  sake. 

"Going  away  tomorrow,"   well 
I'm  sorry  that  you  should  feel 

So  deeply  interested  in  me, 
But  still  I  admire  your  zeal. 

If  it  wasn't  because  the  Woodmen 
Have  no  equal  in  name  or  plan, 

I  wouldn't  waste  a  minute  a  talking- 
Insurance  to  any  man. 

But, — well,  put  her  down  three  thousand. 
It's  the  best  I  can  do  today. 

And  yet  just  looks  like  throwing 
My  hard-earned  money  away. 


There's  a  scream,  a  rush,  by  a  misstep 

From  the  top  of  a  building  tall 
A  human  form  is  mangled 

And  crushed  by  the  cruel  fall. 
In  a  darkened  room  lay  the  once  strong  man, 

Pale,  weak,   and  nigh  unto  death ; 
There  were  few  words  came  from  the  pallid  lips, 

And  yet  with  his  falling  breath 
He  said  to  the  faithful  deputy. 

Who  stood  by  his  side  in  tears, 
"God  bless  you,  sir ;    by  your  noble  work 

To  me  death  has  now  no  fears. 
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Tell  the  boys  in  camp  when  they  gather  'round 

The  altar  to  think  of  one 
Who  strong  and  active  yesterday, 

Knows  today  that  his  life's  work's  done, 
But  the  consciousness  that  the  home  is  safe 

For  my  boys  and  darling  wife 
Has  sweetened  the  hours  I  knew  full  well 

Are  the  last  to  me  of  life, 
Wife,  children  and  neighbors,  all  farewell ; 

In  that  great  Head  Camp  above 
We  will  meet  and  reunited  sing 

The  songs  of   fraternal  love." 


>^     ^     ^ 

TRUTH,  IF  NOT  POETRY. 


When  the  neighbors  get  to  crowdin' 

Thro'  the  door  from  off  the  street 
With  their  wives  and  children  with  'em, 

Loaded  down  with  things  to  eat, 
An'  the  smell  of  good  old  coffee 

Comes  from  out  the  ante  room — 
Jist  like  your  mother  made  it 

With  its  glorious  perfume : 
Oh,  its  then  I  feel  like  shoutin', 

An'  I  think  I  cannot  wait 
For  the  chicken  legs  an'  gizzards 

Loaded  down  upon  your  plate. 

An'  it  seems  to  me  there's  nothin' 
Suits  the  neighbors,  one  and  all. 

As  the  time  when  Woodmen  gather 
At  a  banquet  at  their  hall. 

Still,  I'm  glad  that  summer's  comin' 
And  that  soon  the  woods  will  ring 
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With  the  notes  that  feathered  songsters 
Always  warble  as  they  sing; 

For  its  then  the  jolly  Woodmen 
Always  feel  as  if  thej^  must 

Have  barbecues  or  suthin' 

Like  'em,  in  the  woods  or  bust. 

And  the  vision  now  of  baskets 

Loaded  down  with  things  to  eat. 
And  the  plunkin'  of  the  fiddle 

As  it  stirs  the  youngsters'   feet, 
Makes  me  all  the  more  the  gladder, 

For  I  know  there's  nothin'  takes 
As  well  as  Woodmen's  frolics. 

Interspersed  with  pie  and  cake. 
An'  it  seems  to  me  there's  nothin' 

Lengthens  out  a  neighbor's  life 
Like  a  picnic  in  the  forest 

With  your  children  and  your  wife. 

When  you  know  if  you  git  hungry, 

That  you  needn't  be  afraid 
Someone  will  ketch  you  eatin' 

With  your  fingers,  in  the  shade ; 
Where  the  nick-nacks  they  are  lookin' 

So  invitin'  that  you  jest 
Can  hardly  wait  to  hide  'em 

Underneath  your  Sunday  vest. 
Oh.  its  times  like  them  a  comin' 

That's  causin'  me  to  smile, 
For  I  know  one  Woodman's  failin's 

Just  about  that  very  style. 


^ 
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GOOD  SPRING  MEDICINE. 

Uncle  Ike's   Prescription. 


Kaint  tell  jest  the  way  I  feel 

An  hev  bin  fer  a  spell. 
I  jest  a'int  feelin'  rale  down  sick 

An  I  haint  just  pert  an'  well. 
Thar's  a  sort  o'  goneness,  somwhar  like 

As  ef  I  hed  bin  down 
With  fever  'n  ager,  or  that  ar  grip 

What's  lately  struck  the  town. 
My  jints  they  seem  all  stiffened  up 

An  my  back  akes  like  Samhill, 
An  my  appertite  craves  nothin'  short 

Of  a  ten  grain  quinine  pill. 

Let's  see,  this  is  ralely  the  month  of  May, 

Guess  I'll  hunt  some  dandylion 
Or  snake  root,  or  mebby  allecumpain, 

Fer  I  hev  ter  keep  on  tryin' 
To  git  this  ole  frame  limbered  up 

Fore  the  summer's  come  an'  gone, 
Fer  this  won't  do  to  jest  mope  aroun' 

An'  strech  an'  gap  an'  yawn. 
Hello!  what's  that  comin'  down  the  street? 

Say  nigger,  don't  go  so  fas' ! 
Well  for  the  Lord !  say  boy  look  heah ; 

Whar  did  you  cotch  that  bass? 

In  the  Kickapoo  you  say,  why  chile, 

I  knows  dat  werry  spot, 
Whar  the  big  tree  leans  kinder  out  like  dis, 

Makin'  shade  when  de  sun  is  hot. 
An'  de  fish  hide  dar,  an  you  softly  drap 

Youh  hook  wid  de  minnie  on. 
An'  de  fust  thing — zip !  clar  outen  sight 

Is  de  bait  and  de  bobber  gone. 
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Say  chile,  I'll  be  down  dar  suah  enuff  befo' 

Another  day's  begun. 
Lohd,  I  seem  ter  smell  de  feesh  jist  now 

A  fryin'  in  de  pan. 

Good  mownin'  Uncle  Joe ;  mawnin'  Ike ; 

How  is  youh  health  today? 
Does  you  still  complain  ob  de  rumatiz, 

Or  has  it  all  gone  away. 
Fse  better  honey,  thank  de  Lawd, 

How  does  you  all  do? 
Oh !  I  can't  complain  f er  fear  of  wuss, 

Pears  like  I'm  good  as  new. 
I  jest  bin  down  to  de  Kickapoo, 

Eff  you  want  ter  know  how  I  feel, 
Jest  look  in  dat  baskit — fohteen  bass — 

Four  cat  an'  a  five  poun'  eel. 

^     ^     ^ 

HOME,  SWEET  HOME. 


"Taint  so  much  in  the  surroundin's,  the  houses  an'  barns  an' 

sich; 
Nor  the  wealth  an'  the  show  that  alius  marks  the  homes  of 

the  great  an'  rich, 
But  jest  fer  to  once  more  mingle  an'  meet  with  the  old  folks, 

who 
Seem    so   glad   an'   so   happy   to   meet   you,   as   only   the   old 

folks  do ; 
An'  to  sit  once  more  at  the  table,  an'  sleep  in  the  same  old 

bed 
That   you    did   when    a   boy,   an'    listened   to   the   rain   drops 

sound  o'erhead ; 
An'   to   wake   in   the   mornin'    airly   an'   hear   the   birds   sing 

outside, 
An'  to  know  there  was  loved  ones  waitin'  to  the  best  in  the 

house  divide. 
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"Taint  so  much  the  great  crowds  of  people,  the  show  an'  the 

big  parade, 
Or  the  music   of  bands  a  playin'   the  tunes  that   so  oft  are 

played ; 
But  to  meet  in  the  great  crowd  someone  who'll  grasp   your 

hand  oh  so  tight 
An'  show  in  their  face  the  pleasure  an'  the  old  look  of  fond 

delight ; 
Or  to  lead  you  one  side  an'  tell  you  of  this  girl  who  asked 

fer  you, 
Or   of   that  one   who   hain't   forgot  you — the   old   girl   whom 

once  you  knew ; 
Oh,  now,  'tis  the  real  Home-Comin',  when  the  heart  feels  the 

thrill  of  joy 
That  you  felt  years  ago  to  remind  you  how  you  loved  them 

when  once  a  boy. 

"Taint  so  much  how  the  world  has  progressed  or  how  for- 
tune has  smiled  on  you ; 

Old  friends  who  are  true  will  yet  greet  you,  and  warm  the 
heart  thro'  an'  thro' ; 

The  streams  will  flow  jest  as  purty,  an'  down  thro'  the  med- 
ders  run 

As  they  did  when  a  boy  barefooted  you  had  waded  em  in 
the  sun. 

'Tis  home  where  the  heart  is  always — God  wisely  has  planned 
it  so, 

An'  hallowed  its  sacred  portals,  as  we  thro'  the  world  may  go. 

The  world  may  have  wondrous  beauties  to  charm  us  when 
prone  to  dream, 

But  the  heart  will  grow  softened  as  memr'y  leads  us  peace- 
fully home,  sweet  home. 
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THE  PLAYMATES  OF  THE  OLDEN  TIME 


Where  are  the  playmates  of  olden  times, 
Where  are  the  boys  we  knew ; 

When  the  laughing  eye  and  the  cheery  voice 
And  the  brave  young  hearts  so  true, 

Were  seen  and  heard  on  the  old  playground, 
And  shared  in  our  youthful  joys; 

And  the  world  seemed  free  from  all  grief  and  care- 
Just  a  field  for  glad  hearted  boys? 

Alas !  there  is  borne  from  the  distant  past 
An  echo  from  far  off  climes, 

That  tell  us  of  struggles  in  life's  warfare 
By  the  boys  of  the  olden  times. 

Where  are  the  playmates  of  olden  times? 

Go,  ask  of  the  winds  that  blow 
Thro  the  leafless  branches,  now  but  left, 

In  the  groves  of  the  long  ago. 
Go,  wander  along  the  mossy  banks 

Of  the  streams  as  they  rippled  then 
Thro  mead  and  meadow  their  merry  songs 

Are  inviting  us  back  again. 
But  the  footprints  now  are  no  longer  there. 

And  the  bells  of  the  evening  chime, 
A  sad  refrain  as  we  look  in  vain 

For  the  boys  of  the  olden  time. 

Where  are  the  playmates  of  olden  times? 

And  the  answer  comes  echoing  back. 
From  the  busy  marts  of  the  world  and  show. 

They  have  followed  life's  beaten  track. 
On  the  farm,  in  the  school,  or  the  nation's  halls 

They  today  fill  some  honored  place ; 
Or  sleep  in  some  quiet  churchyard,  free 

From  life's  hard  contested  race. 
And  the  world  moves  on  though  memory  dear. 

In  a  storehouse  of  views  sublime. 
Notes  down  on  each  page  some  glad  sweet  thought 

Of  the  boys  of  the  olden  time. 
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HER  NEW  SHIRT  WAIST. 


Of  all  the  pretty  pictures  that  adorn  the  home  of  man. 
And  one  no  brush  of  artist  since  the  day  the  world  began 
Dare  attempt  to  now  excel  it,  as  it  shines  above  the  best, 
When  at  eve,  to  home  returning,  man  desires  peace  and  rest — 

'Tis  the  picture,  living  breathing,  full  of  joys  so  sweet  to 
taste, 
Of  the  good  wife,  dressed  so  neatly, 
Smiling  down  at  you  so  sweetly, 
As  she  captures  you  completely, 
And  stands  arrayed  to  meet  you. 

In  her  new  shirt  waist. 

She  has  planned   for  weeks  to  make  it,  and  has  studied  all 

the  while, 
Till  her  head  is   fairly  puzzled  'bout  the  trimming  and  the 

style ; 
She  has  watched  how  others  wore  them,  with  a  glad  look  on 

her  face. 
As  she  caught  some  new  idea  'bout  insertion  or  of  lace ; 

Oh,  a  woman's  joy  is  boundless,  if  she  only  has  the  taste- 
To  surprise  you  most  completely, 
As  she  smiles  at  you  so  sweetly. 
Dressed  and  looking  nice  and  neatly, 
As  she  comes  at  eve  to  meet  you. 
In  her  new  shirt  waist. 

She  may  not  be  young  and  pretty,  as  she  was  in  years  gone  by. 
With  the  years  perhaps  has  vanished  the  old  luster  in  her  eye ; 
She  may  use  some  simple  powder  to  restore  the  cheek  so  fair. 
But  she's  careful  not  to  cover  up  the  dimples  that  are  there ; 

She  may  not  be  just  so  graceful,  nor  so  very  tightly  laced, 
But  she's  proud  to  dress  so  neatly 
As  she  captures  you  completely. 
Smiling  looks  at  you  so  sweetly. 
And  stands  arrayed  to  meet  you, 

In  her  new  shirt  waist. 
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Youth   and  beauty   are   not   lasting;   time  will  change   us   all 

'tis  said ; 
And  the  roses  may  have  faded  that  she  wore  when  you  were 

wed; 
But  the  heart  it  changes  never ;  years  may  come  and  years 

may  go, 
Yet  the  love  in  youth  implanted  cannot  ever  cease  to  grow, 
And  the  lines  of  care,  all  vaninshed,  cannot  now  be  even 

traced, 
As  she  captures  you  completely, 
Glad  and  smiling  there  so  sweetly, 
Dressed,  for  evening,  nice  and  neatly, 
And  with  outstretched  hand  to  meet  you. 
In  her  new  shirt  waist. 


>^     ^     =^ 

THE  FUZZY  TEDDY  BEAR. 


In  these  days  of  fads  and  fancies  I  am  almost  led  to  think 

That  the  world  is  getting  querrer  every  day. 
Some  that  seemed  like  passing  flurries  are  so  firmly  rooted  now 

That  it  looks  as  if  they'd  surely  come  to  stay. 
Politics  and  politicians  seem  to  disappear  from  view, 

Strikes  and  talk  of  strikers  seem  to  fill  the  air. 
But  the  one  thing  growing  plainer  is  the  sight  on  every  hand 

Is  the  presence  of  the  Fuzzy  Teddy  Bear. 

Once  the  talk  was  all  of  tariff,  or  of  monetary  things. 

Billy  Bryan  kept  the  papers  full  of  views. 
Wars  and  rumors  of  the  plan  by  the  ruler  of  Japan, 

And  the  talk  of  yellow  peril  is  the  news. 
Now  the  street,  the  home,  the  parlor,  is  infested,  overrun, 

And  they  sport  in  fancy  colors  everywhere. 
White  and  red  and  cinnamon  brown  can  be  seen  in  any  town, 

And  has  come  to  stay,  the  Fuzzy  Teddy  Bear. 
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Little  Mary  now  no  longer,  in  the  morning,  hunts  her  doll. 

Little  Johnny  has  no  use  for  noisy  drum. 
And  at  night  in  arms  clasped  tight  each  will  hie  them  off  to  bed 

And  with  Teddy  to  their  sleep  will  soon  succumb. 
Yes,  the  world  with  all  its  fancies,  never  yet  so  strangely  seemed, 

And  the  danger  is,  some  pessimist  will  swear, 
That  the  future  generations  will  be  walking  on  all  fours, 

Just  to  imitate  the  Fuzzy  Teddy  Bear. 

Let  me  see !    I  guess  the  reason  for  this  fad  is  simply  this. 

And  'tis  not  the  real  animal  at  all ; 
But  the  man  whose  name  awakens  such  an  interest  today, 

And  is  foremost  in  the  minds  of  great  and  small ; 
A  name  that  sounds  for  honesty  and  good  hard  common  sense, 

None  greater  yet  have  filled  the  honored  chair, 
And  the  world  today  acknowledges  a  man  whose  name  will  live, 

After  children  cease  to  love  their  Teddy  Bear. 


^     ^     ^ 

OUR  DAILY  BREAD. 


Doan'  talk  ter  me  of  holidays,  dar  isn't  one  dat  makes 

De  inside  of  dis  pusson  wahm,  wid  thankfulness  dat  wakes 

An'  brings  ter  mind  de  good  Lawd  has  gin  us  widout  pay 

An'  only  axes  us  ter  keep  jest  one  Thanksgiben  day. 

An'  den  wid  plenty  dar  ter  eat,  we  jines  in  one  big  spread. 

An'  ax  de  Lawd,  wid  thankful  hearts,  "Gib  us  our  daily  bread." 

All  froo  de  yeah  we  has  ter  work,  in  weather  cold  an'  hot. 
Sometimes  dar's  plenty  in  de  house  an'  den  sometimes  dar's   not ; 
Sometimes  we's  strong  an'  hearty  like,   sometimes  we's  pore 

an'  thin, 
An'  oftentimes  the  shelter  leaves  the  snow  an'  rain  come  in. 
But  Lawd,  how  thankful  on  dis  day,  when  hunger  hit  has  fled. 
An'  we  can  jine  in  pray'r  ter  Him,  who  gibs  our  daily  bread. 
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De  rich  folks  neber  knew  how  glad  hit  makes  de  pore  man  when 
His  teef  are  sharpened  f oh  a  goose,  a  roostah  or  a  hen ; 
An'  when  dars  plenty  in  de  house  de  chillen  all  are  well ; 
An'  each  one,  thankful  to  de  Lawd,  a  story  has  ter  tell, 
As  round  de  table  gathered  dere,  each  little  woolly  head 
Jines  wif  de  old  man  in  dis  pray'r,  "Gib  us  our  daily  bread." 

Thanksgiben  !  Oh,  hit  seems  ter  me  de  Lawd  on  dat  day  brings 
De  angels   from  de  shiny  courts  and  tells  dem,  spread  dere 

wings 
An'  come  down  to  this  yearth  and,  in  a  whisper  soft  an'  mild, 
Speak   words    of   cheer   an'    comfort   in   de   hearts   of    ebery 

child ; 
An'  tells  dem  see  dat  all  de  pore  are  feasteded  an'  fed. 
An'  while  dey  feasts  remember  Him,  "who  gibs  us  daily  bread." 

Thanksgiben  days,  now  past  an'  gone,  lib  in  our  hearts  as  bright 
As  the  eyes  ob  our  laffih  baby's  were,  now  gone  from  mor- 
tals' sight. 
We'll  fix  de  little  plate  an'  cheer,  close  by  de  old  man's  place ; 
An'  once  more  see  de  angel  smile  dat  lit  his  baby  face. 
Oh  thou,  all  wise  an'  mighty  God,  in  humble  words  we  pray, 
See  dat  de  baby's  heart  is  light,  dis  glad  Thanksgiben  day. 


t  *  * 

"DE  SECRET  OB  SUCCESS." 


Dar's  a  lot  ob  people  writin'  in  de  magazines  an'  press, 
An'  a  interviewin'  people  'bout  de  secret  ob  success, 
An'  de  answers  dat  are  giben,  tho'  they  differs  in  de  words, 
Are  as  varied  as  de  feathers  on  a  hundred  singin'  birds. 
An'  if  you  sum  dem  altogether,  an  de  problem's  clear  as  day, 
Dat  de  secrit  ob  success  is  jest 
To  git  dar  fust  an'  stay. 
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Now  you  takes  de  young  man  courtin'  ef  he's    sorter  kinder   shy, 
Only  gibs  de  gal  a  notice  from  de  corner  ob  his  eye, 
Sorter  hangs  aroun'  a  dreamin'  an'  a  wishin'  he  could  land 
An'  capture  her  'thout  askin'  foh  de  maiden's  heart  an'  han'. 
While  he's  a  dreamin'  some  new  rival  steals  de  maiden's  heart 
away 


aw  ay 

Which  proves  de  mighty  secret  is 
To  git  dar  fust  an'  stay. 


Dar's  de  wiley  politician.    Watch  dat  fellow  in  de  spring, 
When  de  jack  oak  trees  am  buddin',  an'  de  birds  begin  to  sing, 
See  him  smilin'  at  de  ladies,  shakin'  hands  wid  all  his  frens, 
Lookin'  pleasant  as  a  banker,  shovin'  out  de  fives  an'  tens ; 
All   his   words   am    sweet   as   honey,    all   his    actions   smoove, 

foh  say 
He  knows  de  hidden  secret  is 
To  git  dar  fust  an'  stay. 

Dar's  de  fahmer  wid  de  raisin'  ob  de  precious  yearly  crop 
Dat  by  providence  an'  labor  has  been  dumped  into  his  lot ; 
He's  a  watchin'  ob  de  markets,  watchin'  how  de  outlook  pears 
Foh  de  top  notch  foh  de  cattle,  foh  de  corn  an  foh  de  steers. 
When  he  sees  de  time  foh  sellin',  why  he's  up  at  break  o'  day. 
Jest  to  drap  onto  dat  market  an' 
To  git  dar  fust  an'  stay. 

Dar's  de  lawyer  wid  his  office  packed   so  close  dey  hardly  budge 
Foh  to  git  his  legal  'pinion  on  de  case  foh  de  judge. 
What  has  made  his  reputation  an'  his  'pinion  hard  to  beat 
When  de  air  is  full  ob  shingles  floppin'  lonesome  on  de  street. 
'Tis  because  he's  found  de  secret  of  a  'fession's  sure  to  pay 
\i  you  has  de  law  an'  evidence,  an' 
Git  dar  fust  an'  stay. 
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BUCKWHEAT  CAKES  AND  HOME- 
MADE SAUSAGE. 


How  dear  to  nw  heart  are  the  scenes  of  1113^  childhood, 

They  cling  to  me  now  after  years  have  long  fled ; 
And  often   I   find  myself  wishing  that  something 

Would  take  the  place  now  of  the  old  fashioned  bread, 
But  the  jolt  that  my  senses  receive  as  the  hardest, 

And  the  scenes  that  so  often  I  fondly  recall, 
Is  the  time  when  the  sausage,  the  old  fashioned  sausage, 

Was  seen  on  the  table  right  soon  in  the  fall, 
The  old  fashioned  sausage,  the  juicy  link  sausage. 

That  blend  with  the  buckwheat  so  nice  in  the  fall. 

The  crisp  frosty  mornings — a  herald  of  winter. 

The  touch  of  its  finger  on  flower  and  on  shrub ; 
The  squeal  of  the  porker  the  last  bath  we  gave  him 

As  we  soused  him  and  douced  him  so  limp  in  the  tub. 
Oh !  memory  kindly  take  us  back  again  with  you, 

And  wander  as  boys  in  dear  memory's  hall. 
And  live  once  again  where  the  sausage  and  buckwheat 

Graced  the  table  at  home  every  year  in  the  fall. 
The  old  fashioned  buckwheat  hot  cakes  on  the  platter. 

On  the  table  at  home  every  year  in  the  fall. 

The  world  has  its  charms,  its  beauties,  its  splendors. 

The  footprints  of  progress  now  mark  all  our  lives ; 
And  though  we  all  miss  the  dear  old  fashioned  cooking. 

Should  we  now  complain  means  a  divorce  from  our  wives, 
But  the  sight  of  these  sausages  fresh  from  the  skillet. 

And  the  buckwheat  cakes  steaming,  inviting  us  all. 
Makes  us  wish  the  old  time  would  take  a  turn  backward 

To  the  home  and  the  tables  thus  spread  in  the  fall. 
The  buckwheat  cakes  steam,  Oh !  pshaw,  I  am  dreaming 

Of  daj'^s  that  no  more  shall  come  round  in  the  fall. 
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GOD'S  OWN  COUNTRY— ILLINOIS. 


Yon  may  sing- of  old  Kentucky,  with  its  meadow  grass  so  blue, 

And  her  streams  and  mountains,  pleasing  to  the  eye. 
Of  her  handsome  maidens,  ruling  with  affection,  strong  and 
true; 

And  her  homes,  where  love  and  duty  ne'er  grow  old. 
But  to  me  the  broad  wide  prairies,  with  an  arch  of  blue  above, 

And  with  beauties  art  of  man  cannot  destroy, 
Fills  my  soul  with, truest  thankfulness,  and  heart  with   fer- 
vent love 

For  my  home  in  God's  own  countr}^ — Illinois, 

You  may  sing  of  California,  of  its  fruits  and  of  its  flowers, 

Of  her  wondrous  vales  and  valleys,  as  they  lie 
"Neath  the  shadows  of  her  mountains,  like  some  weird  Ar- 
cadian bowers. 
That  are  pleasing  to  the  senses,  and  the  eye. 
But  the  sunshine  on  the  prairies,  with  its  glint  of  sparkling 
gold, 
Thrills  and  fills  my  heart  with  gratitude  and  joy; 
That    with    all    her   wondrous    beauties,    from    no    mortal    we 
withhold — 
Those  we  find  in  God's  own  country — Illinois. 

You  may  sing  of  Balmy  Georgia,  with  her  hazy,  languid  skies, 

With  her  sweet  magnolias  blooming  all  the  year. 
And  the  music  of  her  singers,  that  from  old  plantations  rise 

In  the  cotton  fields  that  echo  far  and  near. 
But  give  me.  Oh,  forever,  that  sweet  solace  that  is  found 

On  the  prairies,  wide,  supreme,  without  alloy. 
Where  the  heart  at  home  finds  pleasure  in  the  beauties   all 
around 

That  are  seen  in  God's  own  countrv — Illinois. 
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"PRETTY  MAMMA." 


Pretty  mamma,  cooed  the  baby, 

As  she  stroked  the  velvet  cheek 
Of  the  happy  young  mother, 

As  like  pla5ang  hide  and  seek, 
C;ame  and  went  the  baby's  dimples, 

As  within  the  mother's  arms 
She  lay  and  watched  the  blushes — 

Queen  of  all,  a  mother's  charms. 

Pretty  mamma,  said  the  maiden, 

As  she  smoothed  the  silken  hair 
Of  the  matron  when,  at  forty 

She  was  handsome  yet  and  fair. 
Pretty  mamma,  oh  the  music 

Of  the  maiden's  voice,  as  then 
She  thought  how  once  as 

Baby  came  the  sweet  voice  back  again. 

Pretty  mamma,  sobbed  the  daughter, 

As  she  kissed  the  clear  white 
Brow,  that  though  once  so  warm  and  lovely, 

Was  as  cold  as  marble  now. 
Pretty  mamma,  but  no  answer 

To  the  words  endearing  came. 
Nor  will,  until  the  master 

Speaks  and  calls  her  by  her  name. 

Pretty  mamma,  said  the  angels. 

As  the  gates  flew  open  wide. 
Pretty  mamma,  chanted  sweetly 

Waiting  spirits  from  inside. 
Thus  are  treasured  all  the  beauty 

That  on  earth  we  prize  and  love. 
Be  it  maiden,  babe  or  mother. 

We  shall  know  them  all  above. 
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THE  EXPLANATION. 


What  means  the  bus}^  bustling  throngs  that  crowd  upon  the 

street  ? 
The  winsome  smile,  the  happy  look,  on  every  face  you  meet? 
Why  honored  is  our  city  now,  with  womanhood  so  fair? 
So  free  from  duties  of  the  home,  so  free  from  irksome  care? 
Has  some  kind  fairy's  wand  thus  wrought  this  added  beauty 

when 
October's    frost  the   flowers   have   touched   and   chilled   their 

hearts   again  ? 

Or  is  this  retroactive  now,  to  fill  our  hearts  with  joy, 

As  autumn's  touch  with  artist's  hand  portrays  dear  Illinois? 

Ah,  No !  to  fill  the  vacancy  of  Tigers  and  of  Cubs, 

We  entertain  with  grateful  hearts  the  busy  Woman's  Clubs. 

>^     '^     ^ 

BREAK  THE  NEWS  TO  "PAPA"  GENTLY. 


Break  the  news  to  Papa,  gently,  yes,  just  whisper  in  his  ear, 
In  these  times  of  scaring  prices,  what  he  least  will  want  to  hear. 
Tell  him,  nurse,  but  whisper  softly,  'tis  the  bravest  man  who 

wins. 
And  to  save  his  precious  nickels,  for  he's  papa  now  of  twins. 

Chorus — 

Break  the  news  to  papa  gently, 

As  he  waits  outside  the  door; 
And  has  waited   for  the  tidings 

For  three  hours  now,  or  more. 
Tell  him  all  the  world's  a  drama 

And  the  play  but  just  begins 
When  the  nurse,  in  softest  whisper, 

Says :  "You're  papa  now,  of  twins." 
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Break  the  news  to  papa  gently,  and  do  not  be  harsh  or  gruff; 
Tell  him  all  the  preparations  now  are  only  half  enough. 
With  the  money  market  tightened,  meant  to  punish   for  our 

sins, 
He  will  have  to  hoard  his  sheckels,   for  he's  papa   now,   of 

twins. 

Chorus — 

Break  the  news  to  papa  gently, 

Tell  him  not  to  be  cast  down  ; 
Tell  him  he  should  be  most  happ}', 

Wear  a  smile  and  not  a  frown. 
And  as  on  each  knee  he  holds  them. 

Keeping  clear  of  cruel  pins. 
Should  rejoice  instead  of  triplets, 

He's  but  papa  now  of  twins. 

^     ^     ^ 

TO  THE  MEMORY  OF  DEAR  OLD  DAD. 


Mothers'  Day  has  come  and  gone,  gladdest  of  the  year. 
Tributes  grand  and  glorious,  everywhere  we  hear 
Everybody  as  they  should,  giving  praise  to  one 
Worthy  of  the  best  in  life  and  after  she  is  gone 
Still  I  cannot  help  but  think,  and  memories  most  glad 
Awaken,  as  my  mind  reverts  to  Dear  Old  Dad. 

I  see  him  oft  at  midday,  at  morn  and  noon  and  night 
Working,  plodding  on  through  life,  aiming  to  do  right, 
Bearing  burdens  oft  I  know,  more  than  he  should  bear. 
Keeping  them  all  to  himself,  though  a  smile  he'd  wear 
Cheering  and  encouraging,  though  times  be  good  or  bad. 
Causing  heart-aches,  known  to  but  Dear  Old  Dad. 

At  the  table  where  we  sat,  I  can  see  his  face. 
Glancing  'round  the  table  from  his  well  known  place ; 
Always  helping  mother  first,  then  to  us  was  passed 
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Food  to  stop  our  hungry  mouths,  then  himself  the  last; 
Saving,  planning,  working  hard  for  all  he  ever  had 
Sparing  nothing  good  for  us  from  Dear  Old  Dad. 

Hand  in  hand,  together  they  shared  each  others  joys; 

Looked  v^ith  pride  upon  the  girls,  doted  on  the  boys ; 

Sometimes  "licked"  us  when  I'm  sure,  plainly  see 

Felt  each  stroke  that  fell  and  hurt  him  far  more  than  we. 

Mother  always  took  our  part  when  but  a  lad ; 

None  were  kinder,  better,  than  our  Dear  Old  Dad. 

Mothers'  Day  should  always  be  remembered  as  a  day 
Filled  with  sacred  thoughts  of  home,  scenes  long  passed  away 
But  while  memory  yet  revives,  thoughts  of  tender  care 
Let  us  with  both  loving  hearts,  all  our  tributes  share 
To  mothers  share  a  "leetle"  more  I'm  willing  now  to  add 
But  don't  withhold  a  good  big  "slice"  for  Dear  Old  Dad. 

^     ^     ^ 

BABY'S  LITTLE  SHOE. 


We  found  it  in  a  corner,  where  half  hid  from  view  it  lay, 
Just  a  sad  but  sweet  reminder  of  a  dear  one  passed  away. 
We  can  almost  now,  in  fancy,  hear  the  gentle  pit-a-pat 
As  the  little  foot  that  held  it  toddled  near  to  where  we  sat, 
And  we  close  our  eyes  and  listen — but  with  hearts  both  sad 

and  sore, 
For  the  sound  of  baby's  footsteps  as  he  toddled  o'er  the  floor. 

What  a  flood  of  sacred  memories  come  to  us  as  we  view 
The  frayed  and  tattered  edges  of  our  baby's  little  shoe. 
Oft  we  watched  with  eager  longings,  just  to  see  him  make  the 

start. 
Take  the  first  step  on  life's  journey,  dear  to  every  parent's 

heart ; 
Watched  the  little  feet  so  tiny,  in  the  first  shoe  that  he  wore, 
As  with  arms  outstretched  to  catch  him,  he  first  toddled  o'er 

the  floor. 
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Slowly — sadly — then  we  place  it  'mong  the  little  toys,  and  how 
Mute  and  silent  o'er  them,  knowing  he  will  never  need  it  now. 
Angel  hands  will  guard  his  pathway,  angel  voices  sweetly  call. 
Warning  him  of  every  danger,  guide  his  footsteps  lest  he  fall. 
Oh,  the  love  that  lives  eternal — reaching  to  the  other  shore. 
Brings  us  close  again  to  baby,  as  he  toddled  o'er  the  floor. 

^     ^     ^ 

READING  A  PAPER  FROM  HOME. 


He  was  getting  home  from  business — he,  a  merchant  well  to  do. 
The  wheels  of  the  electric  car  were  throwing  sparks  of  blue,. 
And  around  him  were  acquaintances  who,  where  they  stood 

or  sat, 
By  look  or  word  or  gesture,  were  inviting  to  a  chat. 

But,  quite  ignoring  all  of  them,  except  to  bow  and  smile 
When  hailed  by  some  one  at  the  door  or  just  around  the  aisle^ 
He  read  with  boyish  eagerness,  while  speeding  o'er  the  street^ 
The  poorly  printed  pages  of  a  little  country  sheet. 
He  read  of  Tom  Jones'  enterprise  in  adding  to  his  barn, 
And   learned   that   'Solon    Huddleson   has   got   a   brand    new 
yarn.' 

That   "Aunty   Simpkins   gave   a  tea,"   that   "crops   are   pretty 

good," 
And  that  "Ab  Bailey  come  to  town  and  brought  a  load  of 

wood." 
Well,  yes,  these  things  are  trifles,  perhaps,  to  you  and  me. 
For  him  they  are  reminders  of  the  times  that  used  to  be. 
And  from  his  busy  city  life  he  glances  back  with  joy 
To  see  the  town  that  circumscribed  his  doings  as  a  boy. 

Each  poorly  printed  paragraph  upon  the  homely  sheet 
Presents  a  scene  familiar  or  a  friend  he  used  to  meet. 
And  maybe — you  can  tell  it  by  the  smiles  that  quickly  come — 
There's  mention  of  his  mother  and  the  other  "folks  at  home."" 


POEMS  BY  C.  C.  HA:SSLER.  43 

Men  wander  far  for  fortune  and  find  it,  too,  and  yet 
The  farm  and  slothful  village  and  its  folk  they  ne'er  forget, 
And  there's  not  a  thing  in  city  life  which  greater  joy  can  give 
Than  the  little  country  paper  printed  where  they  used  to  live. 


.^  -f  4- 

UNCLE  WALT  A  QUITTER. 


So  long  as  catfish,  bass  and  chub 
Will  rise  to  worm  or  fuzzy  grub, 
An'  goggle  eyes,  an'  sunfish  take 
Their  daily  sport  in  creek  or  lake, 
An'  angle  worms  are  to  be  found 
By  diggin'  in  the  yellow  ground — 
Just  so  long  will  the  thought  an'  wish 
In  mankind  live  to  fish  an'  fish. 

When  showers   fall,  an'  south  winds  blow 
Where  lily-pads  an'  mosses  grow, 
An'  corks  keep  floatin'  on  the  top, 
Until  they  vanish  with  a  drop; 
An'  tug  is  felt  on  line  an'  pole. 
That  sends  a  thrill  into  the  soul. 
An'  out  from  waters  with  a  "swish,'' 
You  land  'em — man  will  fish  an'  fish. 

While  poets  rave  of  things  that  please, 
An'  lovers  get  down  on  their  knees. 
An'  politicians  rant  an'  rear, 
An'  baseball  fans  cavort  an'  swear — 
Just  so  long  will  the  river  banks 
"Be  lined  with  sages  an'  with  cranks ; 
With  teeth  on  edge  for  luscious  dish, 
An'  bait  their  hooks — an'  fish,  an'  fish. 
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WOULDN'T  YOU? 


In  these  days  of  push  and  hustle,  when  the  trains  go  flying  by 

With  no  brakes  to  check  life's  wonderful  machine ; 
And  the  men  who  hold  the  lever  seem  to  shut  their   eyes   and   fly 

And  nothing  but  the  track  ahead  is  seen — 
Then  I  turn  and  looking  backward — as  I  hurriedly  must  scan 

Each  object  disappearing  from  my  view; 
And  I  wish  that  on  life's  journey  I  could  start  as  I  began, 

For  I'd  take  a  train  that's  slower, — Wouldn't  you? 

Trap's  like  you  one  day  I  started  from  some  humble  station 
where 

As  passengers,  we  longed  to  see  the  world ; 
Little  dreaming  of  its  vastness,  or  its  sorrows  or  its  care 

As  onward — ever  onward — we  were  whirled  ; 
Over  mountains,  thro'  life's  valleys,  we  with  lightning  speed 
have  gone, 

While  before  us  lay  fast  hidden  from  our  view, 
Worlds  we'll  never  see ;  and  somehow  as  I  j  ourney  ever  on 

I  would  like  a  train  that's  slower, — Wouldn't  you? 

Be  it  politics,  religion,  be  it  science  or  the  arts, 

Be  it  honor,  or  position,  wealth  or  fame ; 
Just  about  a  glance  at  either,  makes  a  longing  in  our  hearts 

For  a  portion  far  more  real  than  the  name. 
And  as  slowing  near  the  station  with  the  clanging  of  the  bell, 

Comes  the  thought  as  life  in  retrospect  I  view. 
That  to  live  my  life  once  over,  I  would  more  than  I  can  tell 

Love  to  take  a  train  that's  slower, — Wouldn't  you? 

Then  as  one  who  long  has  severed  the  old  ties  of  love  at  home, 

My  advice  is,  treasure  all  its  joys  you  can; 
For  alas  too  soon  our  pleasures  in  the  world  as  we  may  roam. 

Seem  to  vanish  'twixt  the  stations — boy  and  man ; 
I  have  tried  them  both — and  listen !  when  you  reach  the  down- 
ward grade 

And  across  your  path  flit  shades  of  sombre  hue, 
I   can  wish  that  on  life's  journe}^   since  its   joys   so  quickly 
fade, 

I  had  struck  a  train  that's  slower, — Wouldn't  you? 
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THE  LAST  THANKSGIVING  DINNER 
ON  THE  FARM. 


Gee,  that  last  Thanksgiven  dinner  that  we  had  out  on  the  farm  , 

It  was  different  from  them  we  have  in  town ; 
An'  it  seemed  to  me  'twas  better  as  we  gathered  in  the  room, 

An'  at  twelve  o'clock  at  noon  set  down. 
Here  in  town  'tis  lunch  at  mid-day,  an'  instead  of  supper  now. 

They  call  it  dinner,  just  to  be  in  style. 
An  they  serve  you  here  in  courses,  just  a  sample  at  a  time, 

Just  to  keep  you  busy  guessing  all  the  while. 

There  no  matter  where  you  set,  you  just  et  an'  et  an'  et, 
An'  no  waiter  stood  behind  you  on  the  floor, 

But  Grandma  or  cousin  Kate  every  time  you  passed  your  plate 
Would  say,  honey  don't  you  want  for  something  more? 

Yes,  that  last  Thanksgiving  dinner  that  we  had  out  on  the  farm. 

In  the  big  long  dining-room  'twas  spread, 
An'  was  loaded  down  with  vittles  that  was  every  bit  home- 
made. 

From  the  angel  food  and  cookies  to  the  bread. 
Grandpa,  he  told  us  stories  'bout  his  young  days  when  he  went 

A  courtin'  of  our  Grandma,  'an  she'd  blush, 
When  we'd  laff  and  keep  on  eatin',  an'  with  all  the  fun  we  had 

She'd  never,  never  even  once,  say  hush. 

'Twas  no  matter  where  you  set  yoii  jest  et  and  talked  and  et. 
An'  no  waiter  stood  behind  you  on  the  floor. 

But  Grandma  and  cousin  Kate  everytime  you  passed  your  plate 
Would  say,  honey  don't  you  wish  for  something  more? 

Grandpa,  at  head  of  table,  took  the  chair  of  honor  first 

And  Grandma  took  the  one — her  usual  place. 
And  we  bowed  our  heads  while  waitin'  for  the  eatin'  to  begin 

After  listenin'  to  Grandpa  offer  grace, 
But  with  just  one  eye  wide  open  I  could  scan  the  whole  layout: 

There  was  turkey  with  his  drum  sticks  in  the  air, 
An'  around  it  there  was  everything  a  hungry  boy  most  likes 

An'  make  him,  Oh  !  So  glad  he  is  there. 
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Gee,  no  matter  where  you  set,  you  jest  et  an'  et  'an  et, 
An'  no  waiter  stood  behind  you  on  the  floor 

But  Grandma  and  cousin  Kate  everytime  you  passed  your  plate, 
Would  say,  honey  don't  you  wish  fer  something  more? 

Yes,  that  last  Thanksgiving  dinner;  it  will  be  the  last  I  know, 

Fer  Grandma  died  an'  Grandpa's  moved  to  town, 
And  the  old  home  folks  are  scattered. 

Cousin  Kate  is  married,  too,  an'  moved  out  west  to  live  an' 
settle  down. 
But  I  know  up  in  Heaven  they  have  got  Thanksgiven  days 

An'  we  meet  our  Grandma  on  that  golden  shore, 
Either  she  or  cousin  Kate  when  we  pass  our  golden  plate 

Will  say,  honey  don't  you  wish  fer  something  more? 

^     ^     ^ 

THEY'RE  COMIN'  HOME  FOR 
CHRISTMAS. 


They're  a-comin'  home  fer  Christmas,  that  was  all  that  1 
could  see 

As  I  straightened  out  the  letter,  as  it  laid  upon  my  knee; 

All  the  rest  was  blurred  an'  dancin'  'fore  my  eyes  while 
sittin'  there 

On  Christmas  eve,  with  mother,  in  my  old  an'  easy  chair. 

As  she  leaned  her  head  so  restful  on  my  shoulder  as  she 
spoke, 

Tho'  from  trembling  lips  no  sound  escaped,  or  evening  still- 
ness broke ; 

But  her  hand  sought  mine,  an'  clasped  it,  speaking  words 
that  seemed  to  say : 

"Thank  God,  we  ain't  forgotten,  they'll  be  home  on  Christ- 
mas day." 

They're  a-comin'  home  fer  Christmas,  how  we  wondered  day 

by  day. 
An'  hoped  to  get  their  letter,  when  the  postman  passed  that 

way ; 


POEMS  BY  C.  C.  HASSLER.  47 

Mother'd  stop  her  work  an'  watch  him  as  he  passed  each  day 

an'  week 
An'  then  turn  'way  to  hide  the  tears  that  trickled  down  her 

cheek. 
An'  her  eyes  would  turn  too  wistful-like,  toward  the  cupboard 

shelf, 
Where  lay  some  simple  token  that  the  dear  one  made  herself ; 
There   was   mitts   for  little   Annie ;   that's   her   namesake,   an' 

you  see 
Beside  them  socks  for  Benny,  'cause  the  boy  was  named  fer 

me. 
Then   she'd   open   up   the   bureau   drawer — where   lay   a   bran 

new  spread 
Made  out  of  the  oddest  patches  that  was  ever  seen  on  a  bed. 
Some  was  saved  from  the  little  dresses,  worn  by  little  ones, 

an'  she 
Could  name  each  one  that  wore  them,  as  she  held  it  on  her 

knee. 
Then   she'd    fold   it   up   so  keerful,   thinkin'   "How   surprised 

they'd  be 
When  I  tell  'em  it's  a  present  'n  every  stitch  done  by  me.'" 
"If  they  only  come,''  she'd  murmur,  an'  the  same  words  she'd 

repeat. 
Told  how  anxious  dear  old  mothers  are  the  little  ones  all  to 

meet. 

But  it's  over  now,  an'  she's  flittin'  through  the  house  jest  as 
peart  an'  smart. 

That  you'd  think  she  was  only  twenty,  an'  her  dear  old  lov- 
ing heart 

Is  as  light  as  when  the  children  used  to  cuddle  up  close  at 
night. 

An'  dream  of  happy  Christmas  day  from  early  candlelight ; 

Every  now  an'  then  I  can  hear  her  hummin'  some  old  song 
she  sung 

That  the  children  loved  to  listen  to  when  she  an'  I  was  young, 

But  the  J  love-light  brightly  throwing  radiant  beams  of  glad- 
ness play 

On  her  face,  because  they're  camin'  home  fer  Christmas  day. 
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THE  OLD,  OLD  STORY,  TOLD  ANEW, 
ON  CHRISTMAS  EVE. 


It  was  Christmas  Eve  and  the  frozen  ground  was  covered 
with   snow,   pure  and  white, 

And  the  chill  wind  blew  from  the  north  and  seemed  to  en- 
joy it  with  keen   delight. 

While  I  stood  where  the  throngs  down  the  busy  street  were 
hurrying  homeward   fast, 

And  noted  the  happy  youngsters  greet  each  other  as  they 
quickly  passed ; 

But  there  and  apart  from  the  moving  throng  stood  a  man 
thin  clad  whose   form 

Seemed  to  tell  the  story  of  hunger  and  cold  as  he  faced 
the   chill  winter's   storm. 

As  he  caught  my  eye  in  a  trembling  voice  thro'  his  chatter- 
ing teeth  he  said : 

Can  you  tell  me.  Mister,  if  Anthony  Brown  is  a  living — oi 
is  he  dead? 

You  see  Sir,  'tis  twenty  long  years  ago  since  I  can  away 
to  sea, 

And  in  all  those  5^ears  I  haint  heard  from  him,  and  he  Sir 
haint  heard   from   me. 

And  he  and  Mother  are  they  living  yet?  I'm  their  son,  and 
do  you  believe, 

God  somehow  has  helped  me  to  drift  in  here,  this  cold, 
stormy  Christmas  Eve. 

His  shivering  hand  I  took  in  mine,  and  down  the  long  street 

we  went 
'Till  we  came  to  a  house,  where  within  there  sat  two  forms 

that  were  old  and  bent. 
And  the  evening  lamp   on  the  table  threw  'round  the   room 

a  soft  mellow  glow, 
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Where  the  old  couple  sat  b}'  an  open  hearth,  and  seemed  to 

dream  of  the  long  ago. 
The  stranger  gazed  at  the  sight  and  with  a  trembling  voice 

he  said : 
That's   my   home,   d'ye   think  they'd   welcome   me,   their  boy, 

they  have  mourned  as  dead. 

A  knock  on  the  door  and  a  voice  within  bade  us  enter,  and 

there  in  sight. 
Were  some  simple  toys,  on  the  table  laid,  that  had  once  been 

a  boy's  delight. 
Getting  read   for  Christmas,  Grandpa,  I  said,  as  I  gazed  on 

the  simple  toys. 
Oh,   no ;    they   in   concert  both   replied,   they   were   once   our 

long  lost  boy's. 
And  on  Christmas  eve,  we  both  love  to  sit  and  talk  of  him, 

wondering  when 
In   God's  kind  providence  he'll  come  back  to  cheer  our  old 

hearts  again. 

A   sob    from    the    stranger   caused   them   both   toward   where 

he   sat  to   turn. 
And  the  love-light  that  smouldered   for  many  years  in  their 

hearts  began  to  brightly  burn ; 
I  turned  to  the  door  and  stepped  softly  out,  no  stranger  had 

place  in  there, 
Made    sacred    on    blessed    Christmas    Eve    by   that    dear    old 

mother's  prayer. 
'Tis  the  same  old  story,  told  oft  again,  be  the  night  stormy, 

cold  and  wild, 
The   Christ-love  will   ever  on   Christmas   Eve,   welcome   back 

home  an  erring  child. 
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PRESENT  DAYS  THE  BEST. 


There  ain't  no  use  in  kickin'  'bout  the  weather,  for  it's  comin' 
Just  the  same,  an'  soon  we'll  listen  to  the  honey  bees  a  hummin'. 
We'll  fergit  about  the  freezin'  an'  the  blizzards  an'  the  snow, 
When  we  watch  the  corn  a  sproutin'  an'  the  taters  as  they 
grow. 

There  ain't  no  use  complainin'  'bout  the  price  of  bread  an' 

meat. 
We  will  have  to  keep  on  payin'  if  we  want  to  live  an'  eat. 
This    old    world    will    keep    on    movin'    an'    the    seasons    will 

come   'round, 
After    we    have    all    stopped    livin'    and    are    underneath    the 

ground. 

There  ain't  no  use  a  sighin'  'bout  the  good  old  times  of  yore. 
'Tis  the  present  we  must  tackle,  as  our  fathers  did  before. 
If   we   lived   as  they   did — maybe — we  would  kick   an'   growl 

because 
Things  wasn't  managed  better  by  the  makers  of  our  laws. 

There  ain't  no  use  a  findin'  faults  with  everyone  we  see. 
When  so  many  of  them's  showin'  in  the  lives  of  you  an'  me. 
Let  us  meet  the  clouds  above  us  v/ith  a  smilin'  face  an'  know 
God  will  send  us  fruit  and  flowers  if  we  give  them  time  to 

grow. 
There  ain't  no  use  a  growlin'  till  our  faces  are  awry,, 
Smiles  will  make  this  old  world  better  as  the  days  an'  years 

go  by. 
Call   our  present   days   the   best   days,   scatter   seeds   of   love 

an'  share 
Joys    and    sorrows    with    our    neighbors    an'    they'll    blossom 

everywhere. 
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LIFE. 

What  is  life?  we  ask  the  question,  waiting,  wondering  who 
can  tell, 

Who  can  solve  the  hidden  problem,  hidden  now  so  long  and 
well, 

Ask  the  little  child,  whose  prattle  falls  like  music  on  our  ear, 

Voice  of  childhood,  sweet  and  tender,  such  as  parents  love 
to  hear, 

Waiting,  listening,  hear  the  answer  from  the  lips  of  guile- 
less youth. 

Lips  that  speak  from  hearts  a  stranger  to  all  except  the 
truth. 

Life  is  joy,  and  happy  longings,  unalloyed  by  care  or  pain, 

Sunshine  dancing  on  the  pathwa}^,  arching  rainbows  after 
rain. 

Ah !  how  oft  in  long  years  after  there's  a  wakening  from 
the  dream, 

When  the  joys  of  youth  have  vanished,  pleasures  are  not 
what  they  seem. 

And  again  we  ask  the  question,  what  is  life? — in  vain  we  hear 

Answering  sound  from  lips  now  silent  falling  on  our  listen- 
ing ear. 

What  is  life?    Ah!  now  the  question,  youth,  in  all  its  radiant 

hue 
Warmed  by  impulse  strong  and  loving,  filled  with  hope  and 

promise  new 
Youth  of  all  our  lives  the  springtime,  full  of  roseate,  bloom 

and  flowers, 
Answers   quick   the   unsolved   question,   cheers   these   anxious 

hearts  of  ours 
Life    is    love,    and    hope    and    conquest,    blushing    cheek    and 

laughing  eyes, 
Light  hearts,   full   of   hope   and  promise,   rambles   'neath   the 

starlit  skies. 
Life    is    present    joy    and    gladness,    hiding    surely    from    the 

sight, 
Storms   and  clouds  that  burst  upon  us  like  a  demon  in   the 

night. 
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Happy  days  of  youth  and  pleasure,  God  has  wisely  planned 

it   so, 
Hiding  oft  long  years  of  sadness,  years  of  misery  and  woe. 
Happy    days    of    strength    and    vigor,    days    we    never    shall 

forget, 
But  the  answer  to  our  question  is  not  rightly  answered  yet. 

What   is    life?     Again    we — listen,    manhood,    strong,    unvan- 

quished  stands 
With  Hfe's  burdens  on  his  shoulders,  with  its  throttle  in  his 

hands, 
Manhood — brain — and    muscles    guiding    mysteries    of    earth 

and  sky, 
Chaining  lightnings  from  the  heavens,  using  wings  of  steam 

to  fly, 
Swaying    multitudes    who    listen,    as    the    tempest    bends    the 

bough, 
Winning  plaudits  from  the  people,  eager  at  his  feet  to  bow. 
Hear  his  answer:  Life  is  power,  wealth,  position,  glory,  fame, 
Writing  on  the  scroll  of  nations  an  eternal,  lasting  name, 
Life   is   winning   hard-fought   battles   by   the   might    of   cruel 

sword, 
Crimson  fields  and   wreaths  of   laurel,   as  a  victor's  just  re- 
ward. 
Ah !  How  oft  the  sequel  proves  it,  as  we  watch  the  sun  go 

down. 
On   the   life    of   he    who   battles,   but   had    failed    to   win   the 

crown. 
That  the  question   vv'as   not  answered  by  the  lips   or  tongue 

of  men, 
As  the  surging  tide  pressed  onward  to  a  sure  defeat  again. 

What  is  life?  The  mystery  deepens.  'Tis  a  mother's  voice 
we  hear, 

Spoken  from  the  heart,  and  hallowed  by  a  mother's  sacred 
tear; 

From  a  mother — she  who  nourished  first  the  babe  upon  her 
breast, 

Soothed  its  pain  and  oft,  so  sweeth^,  laid  it  down  to  peace- 
ful rest ; 

Suffered,  toiled  and  labored,  ever  building  castles  in  the  air. 
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That  the  offspring  of  her  being  might  God's  richest  blessings 

share. 
Hear  her  answer:  Life  is  living,  giving  all,  for  others — then 
In   full  measure  some  day  reaping  rich   rewards   from  them 

again; 
Life  is  day  by  day,  a  journey,  patient  toil  and  earthly  trial, 
Hoping,  praying,  planning,  working,  sacrifice  and  self  denial. 
Life  is  to  the  mother  sweetened  when  there's  joy  and  love 

and  peace, 
Hovering  o'er  the  sacred  threshold,  endless  joys  that  never 

cease. 

What  is  life  ?  and  weak  and  bending  'neath  the  burdens  ot 

the  past. 
Speaks  the  gray  haired,   trembling  sire,  who  had    found  the 

truth  at  last, 
Life  at  all  is  what  you  make  it,  though  each  one  some  form 

may  crave 
Life    is    real,    one    grand    struggle,    from    the    cradle    to    the 

grave. 
Human  hopes  and  aspirations  form  the  jewel  studded  crown. 
Human  souls  crave  on  life's  journey,  ere  they  lay  life's  bur- 
dens down. 
Looking  back  we  see  the  pathway,  strewn  with  laurels  faded 

now 
Once    that   in    their    grandest    beauty,    decked    some    victor's 

haugthy  brow, 
Looking  back  we   see  the  breakers,   strewn   with   wrecks   ou 

every  side. 
Monuments  of  human  folly,  monuments  of  human  pride. 

\ 
Life  is  as  the  boundless  ocean,  bearing  on  its  bosom  wide, 
Countless    barques,    some    sailing,    drifting,    tossed    about    by 

wind  and  tide. 
At  the  helm  each  one  is  guided  by  the  hand  of  he  who  holds 
Destinies  of  men  and  nations,  and  their  actions,  shapes  and 

molds. 
Then  today  as  we  are  filling  each  our  part  in  some  wise  plan 
God  has  fashioned,  in  His  wisdom,  and  allotted  here  to  man. 
May   we   strive   to   reach   the   highest,   noblest,   purest,   truest 

plane. 
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May  we  prove  to  all  our  mussion  here  on  earth  was  not  in 

vain, 
Though  we  live  to  man  allotted  three   score  years  perhaps 

and  ten; 
May  we  then  look  back  and   cherish,   love  to  all,   good  will 

to  men. 
And  as  rounding  into  harbor  may  our  vessel  anchor  fast 
With  the   compass  pointing  upward,  bidding   farewell  to  the 

past, 
And   with   hearts   of   love   and   kindness   'toward   our   fellow 

men  may  we 
In  the  distant  shores  that  greet  us,  beckoning  hands  of  loved 

ones  see 
And  as   fades  the   shores   behind   us,   safe   from   storms   and 

wind  and  tide 
May  we,  through  the  coming  ages,  prove   life   on  the  other 

side, 
Childhood,  youth  and  manhood  mingled,  in  one  glorious  new 

life  be, 
Reunited  and  together  live  through  all  eternity ! 


^     ^     <^ 

OLD  SONGS  THAT  COME  TO  ME  IN 
DREAMS. 


No  songs  that  come  to  me  in  dreams 

In  after  years  can  bring 
The  same  sweet  memories  as  those 

My  mother  used  to  sing. 
And  in  those  dreams  I  see  her  face 

And  catch  the  glad,  sweet  smile 
That  drew  my  boyish  love  to  her, 

So  free  from  sin  or  guile. 
i  see  her  rocking  to  and  fro. 

Her  voice  so  sweet  and  low. 
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In  melody  the  angels  chant 

Those  songs  of  long  ago. 
When  evening's  shades  were  gathering, 

And  shadows  long  would  creep, 
'Twas  "Hush,  My  Child,  Lie   Still  and  Slumber/' 

Gently  lulled  me  off  to  sleep. 

Perchance,  when  tired  out  at  eve, 

I'd  seek  her  presence,   where, 
I  knew  kind  words  and  loving  hand 

Would   banish   childish   care. 
But,  best  of  all,  to  hear  her  sing 

The  old  songs  so  well  known. 
As  "The  Last  Rose  of  Summer, 

Left  Blooming  Alone." 
Or,  in  her  clear,  sweet  mother  voice 

The  hymn  she  loved  the  best. 
'Twas  "Jesus,  Lover  of  my  Soul," 

As  to  her  loving  breast 
She'd  clasp  me  tight  as  if  her  love 

Would  ever  there  me  keep. 
And  sing  those  songs  I  yet  can  hear 

That  lulled  me  off  to  sleep. 

I  rarely  hear  those  old  songs  now, 

They  seem  to  be  forgot ; 
But  fresh  and  bright  on  memory's  page 

They  live  in  tender  thought. 
And,  as  I  turn  those  pages  now, 

I  catch  the  grand  old  tune 
Of  "Annie  Laurie,"  or,  "The  Banks 

And   Braes   of   Bonnie   Doon," 
And  with  the  melody  I  see 

The  old  home  fireside, 
With  mother  seated  in  her  chair 

Before   the   hearth   so   wide. 
But  sweeter  yet  is  borne  to  me,  > 

As  shadows  dance  and   leap. 
Those  old-time  songs  my  mother  sang 

To  lull  me  off  to  sleep. 
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I've  traveled  o'er  life's  devious  paths 

For  sixt}'  years,  and  yet. 
Those  songs  of  early  childhood  days 

I   never   shall    forget. 
They  come  to  me.  with  sweet  regret, 

A  warmth  of  love  impart, 
A  solace  for  the  ills  of  life. 

To  soothe  an  aching  heart. 
I  know  my  mother's  voice  on  earth 

Shall  sing  those  songs  no  more. 
But  with  the  saints  above  she'll  sing 

Some  glad  song  evermore. 
And  while  fond  memories  of  youth 

Close  to  my  heart  will  cling. 
I'll  not  forget  those  dear  old  songs 

Mv  mother  used  to  sing. 


*     *     * 

A  BIRTHDAY  GREETING. 


We  may  breast  the  waves  of  sorrow 

That  sometimes  run  mountain  high, 
See  the  hopes,  we  fondly  cherish 

Droop,  and  wither,  fade  and  die 
We  may  yearn  for  love  and  sympathy 

To  cheer  us.  as  we  go. 
With   weary    footsteps   over 

Paths  where  thorns  and  roses  grow, 
But  there's  always  this  assurance 

Soothes  an  aching,  tired  breast. 
Friends  that  God  has  chosen  for  us, 

AlwaA's  seem  to  love  us  best. 

'Tis  the  little  cares  and  worries. 
That  in  life  go  hand  in  hand, 

And  the  little  slights  and  troubles 
That  are  hardest  to  A\-ithstand. 
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But  the  little  streams  of  pleasure, 

Dancing  onward  to  the  sea, 
Make  the  life  of  all  worth  living 

Even  in  adversity, 
For  the  friendly  hands  that  often 

In  our  own  are  fondly  pressed, 
Made  us  sure  that  of  all  others, 

They're  the  ones  that  love  us  best. 

'Tis  the  little  deeds  of  kindness 

That  we  show  to  others  here, 
That  shall  bear  the  richest  fruitage 

When  the  harvest  shall  appear. 
For  the  gentle  word  of  sympathy 

That  cheers  us  on  the  way. 
Makes  the  path  thro'  life  seem  brighter. 

Helps  to  drive  the  clouds  away. 
And  when  life's  bright  rays  are  fading, 

Like  the  sunset  in  the  west, 
Friends  we  meet  in  birthday  greetings, 

Always  seem  to  love  us  best. 

'^     ^     ^ 

A  TIMELY  SUGGESTION  UNDER  DE 
CIRCUMSTANCES. 


I  strolled  out  in   de  bahnyahd, 

When  de  sun  had  jes  gone  down, 
An'  I  heah  a  great  commotion  dar, 

An'  a  squawkin'  all  aroun'. 
An'  I  spied  one  great  big  roostah,  who 

Had  flewed  up  on  de  fence, 
An'  flopped  his  wings,  an'  winked  his  eye. 

An'  den  he  done  commence. 
An'  he  tell  dem  hens  and  pullets  dar, 

Wiith  a  big  tear  in  his  eye, 
Dat  de  town  was  filled  wid  preachers — an' 

Dey'd  bettah  roost  mighty  high. 
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An'  den  dey  all  begun  to  squawk, 
An'  to  flop  deir  wings  and  cry : 

''*De  town's  filled  wid  preachers,  an' 
We's  gwine  ter  roost  mighty  high," 

Dat  roostah  sed  dat  de  pohk  was  tough, 

An'  de  beef  steak  hahd  ter  chew. 
An'  de  fat  young  pullets  dey  look  so  good 

Wid  deir  white  meat  jes  bran'  new. 
An'  he  thought  his  duty  hit  was  plain, 

As  de  leader  of  de  flock. 
To  call  deir  'tention  to  de  fack, 

Wid  a  plain  ole  fashion  talk, 
So  chillun,  'specially  you  dat's  young, 

Wid  de  laigs  so  yaller  an'  so  fat : 
You  minds  dis  week  an'  don't  git  gay, 

'Till  you  knows  whar  you  is  at. 
An',  further  moah,  dat's  my  best  adwise : 

Ef  you  doan't  want  ter  be  a  fry, 
Is  ter  hunt  youh  sleepin'  place  mighty  soon ; 

An'  ter  roost  almihtey  high. 


^     <^     ^ 

AUNT  SALLIE. 


She  couldn't  stan'  up  in  the  meetin'  house  an'  tell  'em  how 

she  had  worked 
In  the  Master's  cause,  like  some  could  do,  an'  never  a  dut}' 

shirked ; 
She  couldn't  quote   Scripture  by  the  page,   an'  pray  like  the 

parson  could, 
But  she  jest  kept  a  workin'  an'  livin'  on,  an'  gloried  in  doin' 

good. 
For  her  great  big  motherly  heart  was   warm,   an'   her    face 

was   always   lit 
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With  a  smile  that  told  to  the  young  an'  old,  that  her  heart 

was  pure  as 
The  purest  gold,  and  her  name  in  the   Master's   book   enrolled — 
Aunt  Sallie. 

She  couldn't  preside  at  a  gatherin',  an'  speak  on  the  ques- 
tion there, 

As  to  how  was  the  proper  way  to  dress,  or  what  was  the 
kind  to  wear ; 

She  didn't  know  how  ter  talk  of  the  way  to  manage  the 
boys  an'  girls. 

Nor  what  was  right  or  what  was  wrong,  discussin'  of  fash- 
ion's whirls. 

But  her  great  big  motherly  heart  was  warm,  an'  her  face 
was  always  lit 

By  a  smile  that  told  to  the  young  and  old,  that  her  heart 
was  pure  as 

The  purest  gold,  and  her  name  in  the  Master's  book  enrolled — 
Aunt  Sallie. 

She  didn't  aspire  to  take  the  lead  an'  elbow  her  wav  through 

Hfe, 
An'  wasn't  worth  shucks  in  the  neighborhood  in  keepin'  up 

talk  or  strife ; 
She   couldn't  remember   for   a  day   a   scandal  that  might  be 

true. 
An'  would  rather  give  out  of  her  scanty  means  than  hoard 

it  as  many  do. 
For  her  great  big  motherly   heart   was   warm,   an'   her   face 

was  always  lit 
By  a  smile  that  told  to  the  young  and  old,  that  her  heart 

was  pure  as 
The  purest  gold,  and  her  name  in  the   Master's   book   enrolled — 
Aunt  Sallie. 

She   didn't   complain   of   her   lot,   nor  grieve   at   her  burdens 

she  bore  in  life — 
Jest  shouldered  'em  all,  an'  bravely  met  each  one  as  a  dutiful 

wife; 
An'  when  at  the  Master's  call  "To  Come,"  at  the  close  of  the 

autumn  day, 


60  POEMS  BY  C.  C.  HASSLER. 

She  smiled,  as  the  angels  \\4th  open  arms  bore  the  dear,  tired 

soul  away. 
Yes,  her  great  big  motherly  heart  was  warm,   an"   her   face 

was  always  lit 
By   a   smile  that  told  to   the   young  and   old.   that   her   heart 

was  pure  as 
The  purest  gold,  and  her  name  in  the    Master's   book   enrolled — 
Aunt  Sallie. 

$  *  t- 

ST.  PATRICK'S  DAY. 


Its  manny-an  manny  a  year  gone  by. 

From  over  the  wather  a  hailing. 
A  sprig  of  a  bye.  wid  a  clear  blue  sky 

I  came  to  this  countr}-,  a  sailing. 
IMy  heart  bate  within  wid  a  rollicking  tune, 

On  my  breast  was  the   shamrock  adorning. 
Whin   I   first  touched  the  ground,   sure  the  bands   all   arund 

Played  St.  Patrick's  glad  day  in  the  morning. 

Good  luck  to  the  ship  that  brought  me  across. 

An'  here  in  God's  country  was  landned, 
For  niver  a  time,  without  dollar  or  dime 

Hove  I  found  myself  here  empty-handed. 
I've  a  snug  little  home  that  shelters  us  all. 

Where  no  landlord's  face  is  a  warning. 
An'  I  hail  with  delight  whin  day  follows  night. 

St.   Patrick's  glad  day  in  the  morning. 

My  heart  often  wanders  back  to  the  old  sod. 

An'  the  dear  ones  behind  me  a  leaving  -, 
But  while  others  above.   I  should  This  Land  I  love 

Sure,  it's  not  to  go  back  I'm  a  grieving. 
I  love  the  free  air,  in  this  blessed  land  where. 

I  can  look  back  on  royalty  scorning, 
An'  as  the  bands  play  I  can  welcome  the  day, 

St.    Patrick's  glad  day  in  the  morning. 
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THE  OLD  KITCHEN  FIRE. 


We  talk  about  our  "heatin'  plants" 

An'  'bout  new  fangled  ways, 
Of  heatin  up  our  houses  in 

These  fast  an'  modern  days ; 
An'  talk  about  the  way  to  make 

Our  homes  feel  warm  an'  nice, 
With  steam,  hot  water  an'  hot  air, 

Or  some   sich  new  device. 
But  give  me  back  the  plain  old  hearth, 

I  have  no  fond  desire, 
But  jest  to  doze  at  evening's  close 

Around  the  kitchen  fire. 

I'd  love  to  see  the  sparks  go  up 

The  wide  old  chimney  flue. 
An'  hear  the  kittle  siz  an'  sing 

As  once  it  used  to  do. 
I'd  love  to  hear  the  back  log  crack 

An'  snap  an'  burn  agin. 
When  winter's  blasts  would  rage  outside 

While  all  was  warm  within ; 
An'  when  old  Boreas  would  howl 

To  pile  the  back  logs  higher. 
An'   feel  so  good,   when  burnin'  wood. 

Around  the  kitchen  fire. 

There  wan't  no  pipes  to  git  froze  up, 

No  hydrants  to  thaw  out. 
No  plumbers'  bills  nor  water  rents 

To  make  you  cuss  about. 
There  wan't  no  scientific  rules 

For  pressure  high  or  low, 
Nor  high  falutin'   sermons  on 

Hygene,  that  3^ou  must  know. 
But  seated  there  in  big  arm  chair. 

With  pipe  of  cob  or  briar. 
The  world  would  seem  one  happy  dream 

Around  the  kitchen  fire. 
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'Tis  true,  in  mornin'  when  the   frost 

Was  on  the  winder  panes, 
An'  snow  piled  up  in  drifts  that  filled 

The  country  roads  and  lanes, 
'Twas  rather  chillin',  I  admit, 

To  wake  up  out  of  sleep, 
An'  feel  go  chasin'  up  your  spine 

The  chills  of  winter  creep, 
An'  jumpin'  out  of  bed  to  yell 

Wake  up  thar,  you  Marier, 
It's  past  daybreak,  go  down  and  make 

That  blamed  old  kitchen  fire. 

>^     "^     -^ 

LINCOLN,  A  CHILD  OF  DESTINY. 


In  the  quietude  of  an  humble  home,  in  a  cabin  obscure  and 

low, 
Shut   out    from    the   busy   throngs   that    pass    unceasingly   to 

and  fro, 
A  child  was  born,  in  its  helplessness,   like  the  millions   that 

bless  the  earth. 
Yet  a  child  of  destiny  in  God's  hands,  from  the  hour  of  his 

birth. 

We  follow  him  on  through  the  hard,  hard  path,  where  pov- 
erty marks  the  way. 

When  the  gloomy  shroud  of  adversity  had  shut  out  life's 
hopeful  day. 

We  follow  him  on,  in  whose  soul  there  burned  a  thirst  for 
the  font  that  holds 

The  nectar  sweet  that  true  knowledge  gives  and  character 
shapes  and  moulds. 

We    see    him   grown   to    full   manhood    strong,    unsullied   by 

vice  or  sin, 
With  a  noble  purpose  and  firm  resolve,  life's  battles  to  fight 

and  win. 
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In  the  courts  where  justice  holds  the  scale,  in  the  halls  ot 

state,  or  where 
God's  poor  reached  out  their  hands   for  aid,  we  behold  our 

Lincoln  there. 

We  follow  him  on  where  the  fierce  rage  and  the  hot  winds 
of  treason  swept 

Like  a  breath  from  the  sulphurous  pit  of  hell,  o'er  a  nation 
that  dreamed  and  slept. 

That  was  lulled  to  sleep  on  the  deadly  brink  of  a  chasm 
whose  wide  abyss 

For  a  nation  yawned  when  the  slaver's  curse  joined  the  ser- 
pent's cruel  hiss. 

We  see  him  again  when  the  thrilling  sight  like  a  lightning's 

flash  revealed. 
The  traitor's  hand  on  the  nation's  throat  and  the  thunder  of 

cannon  pealed,  ^ 

As   the   old   flag   waving   on   Sumpter's   will,   all   riddled   and 

shot  torn,   flew. 
And   appealing   mutely,   turned    for    aid,   to   our   gallant   boys 

in  blue. 

We    see   him    and    follow   him   through   the    strife,   thro'   the 

long,  long  careworn  years, 
When  the   nation   rocked,   like   a   ship  in   storm,   through   an 

ocean  of  blood  and  tears; 
We  list  to  the  sound  of  the  cruel  chains,  as  they  fell  from  a 

bondaged  race. 
And  catch  the  smile  when  the  shackles  fell  that  illumined  our 

Lincoln's  face. 

Thus  through  all  the  years,  thro'  the  gloom  of  defeat  or  the 

pleasure  of  victory  shone. 
Thro'   the  land  that  he  loved  like  a   father,  his  firm,  gentle 

presence  was  known. 
And  when,  like  a  martyr,  he  lay  down  to  rest,  on  the  heart 

of  this  nation  there  fell 
A  wave  of  deep  sorrow  and  sadness,  such  as  tongue  of  no 

mortal  can  tell. 
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Beyond  the  blue  skies,  there  a  sweet  paradise  where  flowers 

eternal  shall  blooom, 
And  in  annals  of  fame  shall  Hve  the  loved  name  of  he  who 

long  rests  in  the  tomb, 
When  the  morning  shall  break,  his  soul  shall,  awake,  though 

the  scenes  of  his  life  work  are  gone, 
And  when  time  is  no  more  on  that  beautiful  shore  the  name 

we  revere  shall  live  on. 

And  thus   we  today  to  his  memory  pay  our  tribute  of  love 

as  we  stand, 
'Neath  the  old  flag  that  waves  o'er  no  nation  of  slaves,  but 

a  nation  united  and  grand, 
May  the   day  never  come  when  the   roll   of   the   drum   shall 

call  us  to  arms,  or  again, 
To  defend  with  our  life  in  a  sectional  strife,  this  haven  of 

peace   for  all  men. 

May  the  last  parting  word  be  nevermore  heard  as  the  boys 

from  their  mothers  depart, 
Or  the  old   father's  pray'r  asking  God  to  but  spare  the  boy 

long  so  dear  to  his  heart, 
May  the  blessings  of  peace,  thro'  all  time  never  cease,  and 

the  memor}^  cherished  today. 
Be   the  goal   for  our  youth   seeking  justice   and   truth,   as   a 

tribute  to  Lincoln  we  pa}^ 

^     ^     ^ 

REMEMBER. 


The  years  roll  on,  and  ever  on, 

With  shades  of  joy,  and  sadness, 
The  seasons  follow,  each,  in  turn 

With  measured  notes  of  gladness ; 
The  grass  grows  green  upon  each  mound. 
That  marks  the  once  dark  bloody  ground, 
And  whispering  tones  of  music  waft 
From  nature's  lips  this  mournful  sound. 
Remember. 
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The  locks  of  silver  gray  now  rest 

Upon  each  brow  and  marking, 
Life's  journey — nearing  fast  the  shore 

For  which  all — are  embarking, 
Each  comrade's  eye  grows  dim  with  tears, 
As  carried  back  through  long,  long  years, 
From  comrades  long  since  passed  away 
He'll  each  familiar  voice  he  hears 
Remember. 

Our  land  with  all  its  marts  of  trade 

And  millions  ever  growing. 
Will  stop  to  deck  a  soldier's  grave 

With   loyal   hearts   o'erflowing. 
But  through  the  long,  long  years  each  day, 
As  bright  as  flowers  that  bloom  in  May, 
There  lives  in  comrades'  hearts  this  thought, 
Forgive,  forget,  yet  while  you  may. 
Remember. 

♦•  , 

Oh,  memory,  gracious  gift  of  God 

Be  ever  vivid,   ours, 
And  nobly  loyally  expressed 

By  gifts  of  sweetest  flowers, 
'Tis  but  a  tribute  just  to  pay, 
And  for  this  nation  for  one  day, 
To  pause,  and  by  each  comrade's  grave 
And  o'er  each  silent  mound  of  clay 
Remember. 

A  few  more  years  at  most  and  few 

Will  living  tell  the  story. 
Or,  with  life's  moving  restless  throng 

Share  in  our  nation's  glory, 
Then  comrades,  while  our  lives   shall  last 
With  living  comrades,  may  we  cast 
One  sweet  sad  thought  to'ard  those  who  fast 
Are  fading  from  our  view  on  earth. 
And  sacredly  their  life  work  past, 
Remember. 


66  POEMS  BY  C.  C.  HASSLER. 

Beyond  the  confines  of  this  world 

Mid  realms  of  space  unbounded 
Perhaps ;  in  spirit  roams  today 

Old  comrades,  who  surrounded 
And  who  with  old  commanders  there, 
Live  o'er  the  past  and  nobly  share 
The  thought  'twas  theirs  to  do,  to  dare, 
This  nation's  life  to  save  for  us 
And  nevermore,  one  earthly  care, 
Remember. 

^     ^     ^ 

LIFE'S  LESSON'S  IN  THE  FLOWERS 


The  frost  fell  crisp  and  white  upon 

A  bright  October  morn ; 
The  flowers  that  bloomed  in  beauty  are, 

Alas,  of  beauty  shorn. 
The  rose  with  fragrance  sweet  that  bloomed, 

Has  drooped  its  crimson  head. 
And  like  the  modest  pansy  lies 

All  withered,  bleak  and  dead. 
The   frost   King — harsh,   relentless — touched, 

As  with  a  magic  wand, 
The  summer  beauties  as  the  sere 

October  morning  dawned. 

Thus  life's  fond  hopes'  and  longings  oft 

Will  vanish  in  a  day. 
And  like  the  flowers  that  bud  and  bloom 

Pass  silently  away. 
Youth,  with  its  pleasures,  quickly  fades, 

But  love's  young  dream  oft  told, 
Thank  God,   outlives  the  chilHng  frost 

To  cheer  us  when  we're  old. 
And  blooms  anew  each  day  and  year 

Beneath  the  warmth  and  glow 
Of  summer's  sun.  as  first  it  did. 

Long,  long,  bright  years  a-?o. 
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So  let  ns  cherish  all  the  joys 

That  summer's  bloom  imparts, 
And  fold  them  tenderly  and  safe 

Wiithin  our  care-worn  hearts. 
Some  glad,  bright  morn  they'll  bloom  again — 

Some  glad,  bright  day  we'll  see 
The  wisdom  of  the  Hand  that  shapes 

Life's  path  for  you  and  me. 
And  far  more  joyous  will  it  be 

Their  glad  return  to  greet ; 
Bright  bud  and  blossom  cheering  us 

With  fragrance  new  and  sweet. 

^     ^     ^ 

THE  REASON  WHY  WE  LOVE  OUR 
ILLINOIS. 


She  was  great,  when  in  the  sixties  thousands  of  her  gallant 
sons 

To  the  side  of  Lincoln  rallied  at  his  call. 
Placing  honor  of  our  nation,  high  above  all  else  to  fight 

For  a  land  we  love  that's  big  enough  for  all. 
And  today  she  stands  the  proudest. 
And  her  name  we  laud  the  loudest 
In  the  galaxy  of  states  from  east  to  west. 
With  her  prairies  rich  to  place  her 
In  the  front  rank  we'd  disgrace  her 
If  we  failed  to  shout  our  praise  for  Illinois. 

She  was  great,  when  in  our  congress,  stood  our  gallant  sons, 
now  gone, 
Our  Logan  and  our  Oglesby,  and  more 
Who  had   nerve   to   face   the  music,   let  their   foes   be   who 
they  may, 
They  were  equal  to  the  strongest  on  the  floor, 
And  today  she  stands  the  greatest. 
Meeting  issues  that  are  latest 
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'Mong  the  galaxy  of  states  of  any  name. 

With  her  schools  of  education, 

None  excel  her  in  the  nation, 

And  few  equal  her  we  love,  our  Illinois. 

She   is   great   today,    in    everything   that    makes    a   statehood 
strong, 

In  her  homes  and  in  her  business  marts  you'll  find 
Just  as  much  to  be  admired,  be  it  beauty,  blood  or  brains, 

As  are  lavished  here  on  man  or  womankind. 
Oh  she  leads  in  this  great  nation. 
Brightest  in   the   constellation, 
'Mong  the  galaxy  of  states  of  any  name ; 
And  the  other  states  about  her, 
Would  be  out  of  joint  without  her, 
Is  the  reason  we  love  our  Illinois. 

*  *  * 

OUR  BABY  BOY. 


Here's  to  the  laughing  Baby  Boy. 

The  boy  with  the  dark  blue  eyes ; 
Whose  smile  is  as  sweet  as  the  sunbeam  bright 

As  it  drops   from  the  sun-lit  skies. 

Here's  to  the  laughing  romping  boy, 

That  leaps  to  your  arms  as  pure 
As  the  lil}^  that  blooms  in  the  garden  of  love 

And  rests  in  your  arms  secure. 

Here's  to  the  happy  loving  boy, 

A  comfort  the  whole  day  long — 
And  goes  to  rest  like  the  birds  at  night 

As  he  carrolls  his  sleepy  song. 

Here's  to  the  fair  cheeked  winsome  boy, 
Who  laughs  through  his  baby  eyes, 

And  cuddles  up  close  as  he  dreams  and  sleeps 
To  the  sound  of  svv-eet  lulla-bvs. 
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HEAVEN'S  NEARER. 

The  sunshine  and  the  shadders  'pear  to  travel  side  by  side, 

An'  the  clouds  they  come  and  vanish  from  our  view ; 
An'  the  joys  and  disappointments  of  this  life  we  all  divide, 

Sparin'  none,  at  least  I  think  so,  now  don't  you? 
Still  to  watch  the  years  that  fleeting  go  a  whizzin'  by  it  seems 

Each  time  the  holidays  approachin'  us  are  near. 
Heaven's  jest  a  leetle  nearer  in  our  wakin'  or  our  dreams 

On  Christmas  day  than  any  in  the  year. 

All  the  year  through  life's  a  bustle  an'  a  hustle  that  at  best 

Keeps  the  old  and  young  a  strivin'  to  compete ; 
In  the  business  world,  the  office,  or  the  school  room  there's 
no  rest — 

It's  a  battle  every  day  an'  no  retreat. 
But  there  comes  a  subtle  suthin'  callin'  forth  our  joy  an'  mirth 

Sort  o'  melting  down  that  makes  it  jest  appear 
Heaven's  jest  a  leetle  nearer  to  this  dear  old  wicked  earth 

On  Christmas  day  than  any  in  the  year. 

Jest  to  think  of  all  the  millions  of  the  little  hearts  that  day 

That  are  beatin'  full  of  happiness  an'  joy, 
An'  the  million  more  who  watch  'em  even  happier  than  they, 

As  they  grasp  the  precious  dolly  or  the  toy. 
Think  of  all  the  hearts  made  happy  by  the  love  that  Christ 
has  wrought 

As  it  shines  in  hearts  an'  faces  ever  dear. 
Heaven's  jest  a  leetle  nearer  in  the  palace  or  the  cot 

On  Christmas  day  than  any  in  the  year. 
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GRANDPA  WON'T  BE  THERE. 


We  ain't  goin'  out  on  Christmas  day,  to  grandpa's  anymore, 
To  the  dear  old  house  out  on  the  farm  like  every  year  before ; 
An'  Christmas  times  don't  seem  to  be  j  ust  like  they  used  to  be. 
For  grandpa  won't  be  there  to  romp  with  Brother  Tom  an'  me. 
The  old  log  barn  wherein  we  climbed  the  ladder  to  the  mow, 
An'  found  the  eggs  for  grandpa,  when  he  used  to  show  us  how, 
Will  be  no  more  a  place  for  us  to  play,  an'  romp,  an'  tear, 
For  one  kind  voice  we  both  will  miss,  'cause  grandpa  won't 
be  there. 

We  always  watched  to  see  him  stand  alookin'  at  the  gate 
To  see  us  comin'  down  the  road,  af eared  we  would  be  late; 
An'  then  he'd  take  us  in  his  arms,  an'  kiss  us  both — an'  then 
Fle'd    day,    "Why,    bless    my    soul,    you    boys    will    soon    be 

growed-up  men," 
An'  then  he'd  take  us  by  the  hand,  an'  lead  us  up  the  walk 
An'  try  his  best  to  answer  all  our  boyish  Christmas  talk. 
But  now  we'll  miss  the  dear  old  face,  an'  smiles  it  used  to 

wear. 
For  we  ain't  goin'  out  there  Christmas  time,  since  grandpa 

won't  be  there. 

He  knowed  the  place  where  Tom  an'  I  could  alius  slide  the 
best; 

He  knowed  where  all  the  layin'  hens  an'  turkeys  had  their 
nest ; 

He  knowed  about  the  hick'ry  nuts,  an'  apples  put  away. 

An'  how  to  find  them,  when  we  come  to  spend  our  Christ- 
mas day. 

Oh  yes,  there  was  but  one  grandpa,  but  one  who  used  to  tell 

To  us  the  stories  that  we  loved  to  listen  to  so  v/ell. 

But  Christmas  at  the  dear  old  place  a  lonesome  look  will 
wear. 

An'  be  no  place  for  me  an'  Tom,  since  grandpa  won't  be 
there. 
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An^  when  at  close  of  Christmas  day  all  tired  out,  we'd  stand 
With  pockets  bulgin'  out  with  nuts,  an'  apples  in  each  hand, 
He'd  f oiler  us  out  to  the  gate,  to  give  us  all  good-bye; 
His  voice  was  alius  trimbley-like,  no  matter  how  he'd  try 
To  laugh  an'  not  let  on  as  how,  he'd  miss  us  both  an'  then 
He'd  holler  after  us,  "Now,  boys,  be  sure  an'  come  again." 
Ah !  yes,  how  oft  we  said  we'd  come,  but  now  we  do  not  care 
To   go   out   there   on    Christmas   day,    for   grandpa   won't  be 
there. 

I  wonder  now  on  Christmas  time,  when  earth  is  full  of  joys, 
H  grandpa  ain't  a-thinkin'  'bout  two  little  lonsome  boys; 
An'  'bout  the  times  we  used  to  have,  before  he  said  good-bye, 
An'  went,  the  preacher  said,  to  join  the  angels  up  on  high; 
I  know  when  all  the  angels  sing  the  songs  the  angels  love, 
He'll  think  of  us,  an'  want  to  join  the  chorus  there  above; 
So  mebbe,  after  all,  'tis  best — that  we  our  joys  must  share 
At  home,  an'  not  out   at  the   farm,   since  grandpa   won't  be 
there ! 


^ 


THERE  IS  NO  PLACE  LIKE  HOME. 


Though  you  travel  through  countries  far  over  the  sea. 

And  a  stranger  in  all  lands  you  roam. 
Still  the  heart  will  grow  warm  as  you  hasten  at  last 

To  the  loved  ones  who  welcome  you  home. 
There's  a  song  in  your  heart  and  a  smile  on  your  face 

As  the  old  home  is  brought  to  your  view. 
But  naught  can  compare  to  the  love  vv^aiting  there. 

From  the  Old  Mother  waiting  for  yon. 

Each  place  well  remembered  you  eagerly  scan; 

The  school  house, that  stood  on  the  hill, 
The  meadow,  the  stream  where  you  fished  when  a  boy 

And  the  site  of  the  old-fashioned  mill. 
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The  trysting  place  where  with  3^our  sweetheart  you  stood; 

Looking  down  in  her  soft  eyes  of  blue. 
But  naught  can  compare  to  the  love  waiting  there 

From  the  Old  Mother  waiting  for  you. 

God  keep  the  old  home  the  most  sacred  on  earth, 

May  it  ever  be  held  as  the  shrine — 
Where  loved  ones  will  worship,  a  beacon  ot  love 

To  illumine  your  pathway  and  mine. 
But  though  humble  it  be,  "There  is  no  place  like  home" 

Nor  welcome  more  honest  and  true, 
Than  the  kiss  at  the  door  for  the  child  that  she  bore, — 

By  the  Old  Mother  waiting  for  you. 


-it^ 


THE  LOW  TRUNDLE  BED. 


There's  a  memory  dear  that  will  ne'er  be  forgot 

Though  our  years  they  be  fourscore  and  ten ; 
And  though  times  they  may  change,  and  new  fashions  be 
brought 

To  the  homes  of  the  oldest  of  men ; 
It  will  live  though  the  locks  may  be  frosted  and  white — 

Nature's  sure-fitting  crown  on  the  head — 
As  in  dreamlands  we  roam,  back  to  the  old  home 

Where  we  slept  in  the  low  trundle  bed. 

Though  the  fierce  winter  winds  might  howl  as  they  swept 

With  the  fury  of  wild  rushing  storm. 

Yet  peaceful  and  sweet  how  securely  v/e  slept. 

All  cuddled  up,  cosy  and  warm, 
'Twas  a  refuge  of  safety — a  haven  of  rest, 
Undisturbed  by  emotions-  of  dread ; 
Just  a  short  childish  pray'r  banished  all  fear  and  care 

¥/hen  we  slept  in  our  low  trundle  bed. 
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/ 

We  see  the  old  father  take  down  on  his  knee 

The  old  dingy  bible,  and  then, 
He  would  read  from  it  chapters  almost  learned  by  heart 

As  he  oft  read  the  same  ones  again; 
Yet  never  once  dreaming  that  childhood  would  pass 

Bringing  with  it  life's  sorrows  instead. 
And  the  future  no  shadows  would  cast  on  our  path 

When  we  slept  in  the  low  trundle  bed. 

The  plain,  simple  home  life  alas!  is  no  more; 

The  grass  grows  above  the  lone  spot 
Where  the  old  father  sleeps,  yet  the  scenes  of  our  youth 

Shall  never,  no  ne'er  be  forgot. 
And  sweet  is  the  thought  that  comes  unbidden  oft, 

As  the  mind  is  with  glad  mem'ries  fed, 
Just  for  once,  as  of  yore,  near  the  home  cottage  door, 

To  sleep  in  the  low  trundle  bed. 


^     ^     ^ 

THE  SOFT  HAND  THAT  RESTED 
IN  MINE. 

(Forty  Years  Ago.) 


There  are  scenes  of  my  once  early  manhood, 

How  vivid  today  they  yet  seem, 
When  my  heart  shared  the  joys  of  another — 

She  whose  presence  made  life  but  a  dream. 
I  recall  the  sweet  smile  of  her  welcome. 

I  can  hear  the  glad  sound  of  her  voice, 
When  the  soft  little  hand  as  it  rested  in  mine, 

Made  my  soul  with  glad  visions  rejoice. 
But  the  dear  little  hand  that  she  gave  with  her  love 

Made  her  face  with  a  love-light  to  shine, 
'Tis  non  longer  the  same,  time  has  left  its  imprint 

Oh  the  soft  hand  that  rested  in  mine. 
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Through  all  the  long  years  that  have  followed  since  thei 

In  the  sunshme  or  clouds  on  our  way; 
In  the  cares  of  the  home  ever  read}^  to  share, 

Be  they  sickness  or  death  as  they  may. 
'Twas  a  welcome  back  home  to  the  children  and  all, 

Or  a  good-bye  through  all  the  long  years; 
As  the  hand  grasp  conveyed,  but  a  mother's  fond  love 

As  it  shown  through  her  fast  falling  tears. 
Yes  the  little  dear  hand  that  she  gave  with  her  love. 

Made  her  face  with  a  love-light  to  shine ; 
'Tis  no  longer  thcj  same,  time  has  left  its  imprint 

On  the  soft  hand  that  rested  in  mine. 

As  together  we  sit  in  the  twilight  today, 

How  short  seem  the  years  as  they  pass ; 
As  I  gaze  in  her  face  and  note  the  great  change 

How  she  looked  when  a  bright,  happy  lass. 
The  once  waving  tresses  are  tinted  with  gray. 

And  her  cheek  that  was  blushing  and  fair; 
Like  the  soft  hand  she  gave  me  is  furrowed,  but  still 

She's  the  same  dear  old  wife  sitting  there. 
Yes,  the  dear  little  hand  that  she  gave  with  her  love 

]\Iade  her  face  with  a  love  light  to  shine ; 
"Tis  no  longer  the  same,  but  as  precious  as  when 

Her  soft  hand  once  rested  in  mine. 


:^    =^    '^ 

AN  OLD  FRIEND  IN  DEMAND. 


Come   out   from  your  hiding  place   old   friend, 

Come  down;  Winter's  gone  and  spring 
Has  landed  ker-flap  in  dame  summer's  lap. 

And   the   blue   birds   and   robins    sing, 
And  the   sun's  hot   rays   come  beaming   dov/n 

'Till  your  collar  and  cuffs  both  melt. 
So  come  out  old  friend,  it's  your  inning  now, 

And  goodbye  to  the   warm  old   felt. 
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Come  out  old  friend  let  me  feel  your  touch, 

So  cool  and  so  light  you  were, 
When  the  sun  was  hot  and  the  atmosphere 

Was  void  of  a  breath  of  air. 
You  are  out  of  shape,  that  I  must  confess, 

And  your  style  is  not  winning  now. 
But    you're    just    the    same    "old    Cool    straw    hat," 

That  fits  on  a  red-hot  brow. 

Come  out  old  friend,  don't  you  know  the  time 

Has    come    for   fish   to   bite, 
And  the  fire-flies  dancing  with  twinkling  light. 

To  shine  on  a  summer  night. 
The  time  for  hammocks  and  moonlight  strolls. 

For  picnics,  and  bugs,  and  flies. 
And  baseball  games  and  such  like  sport, 
That  so  many  most  dearly  prize. 

Yes,  come  out  old  friend,  let  me  dust  you  off, 

And   smooth   out  your  brim   and   crown, 
And  give  you  the  place  of  honor  now 

As  I  wear  you  first  time  up  town. 
Perhaps  ere  summer's  gone  I  may 

Like  other   friends  do  at  that. 
Chuck  you  back  in  the  closet  and  raise  the  price 

To  replace  you  with  "a  bran  new  hat." 

^     ^     ^ 

EVENING  ON  THE  FARM. 

(Suggested  by  a  trip  to  the  country,  in  McLean  County.) 


There's  a  sense  of  quiet — restful  sort  of  feeling,  settles  down; 
And  a  sort  of  atmospheric  air,  that's  missin'  in  the  town; 
The  skies  they  seem  to  glisten,   with  the  stars   above  your 

head. 
Like  the  jewelled  thrones  of  ancients,  about  which  you  have 

read. 
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From  the  fields  there  comes  a  murmur  of  the  rustlin'  of  the 

corn, 
And  the  odor  of  the  clover  that  so  many  fields  adorn; 
Seem  to  make  you  think  there's   something  in  your  life  has 

wov'n  a  charm, 
Since  you  left  the  crowded  city,  for  an  evening  on  the  farm. 

There's  a  lack  of  noise  and  bustle,  of  the  wagons  and  tliL- 

cars; 
There's    a    lack   of    sights    that    often    nature's    beauty    sadly 

mars ; 
No  sights  of  poor  humanit}^,  areeling  on  the  street, 
Nor  fear  of  being  jostled  by  the  people  that  you  meet. 
But  instead,  it's  smiles  of  welcome,  and  a   feeling  that  they 

say 
Every  word  in  truest  earnest,  as  among  them  you  may  stay. 
Oh,  the  country  life  is  ever  one  devoid  of  fear  or  harm. 
To  the  one  who  leaves  the  city  for  an  evening  on  the  farm. 

Though  the  world  may  keep  amoving,  and  areaching  out  to 

place 
Within  the  reach  of  mortals,  newer  pleasures  in  life's  race ; 
New    inventions    that    are    wondrous,    new    ideas    that    are 

grand. 
As  they  startle  us  so  often,   as  they  occupy  the   land ; 
Still   with   all   God's   greatest   wisdom,   man   will   ever   bettei 

be, 
From   a  mingling  with  his  people,   in   the   country  glad   and 

free. 
And    our    nation    from    all    danger    may    be    viewed    without 

alarm 
If  the  people  were  as  happy  as  the  dwellers  on  the  farm. 
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ANTICIPATION  OF  HOME  COMING. 

(By   a   Wanderer.) 


Oh  the  scenes  of  my  childhood,  how  memories   waken, 
When  the  word  "home"  is  wafted  so  sweetly  to  me. 
And  the   mind   wanders  backward   as   once   more   I    mingle 
With  loved  ones  now  living  who  in  fancy  I  see ; 
My  playmates,  who  with  me,  in   life's  early  morning- 
Made  the   world  seem   so  happy   I   plainly  recall. 
And   my   heart   throbs   Math   pleasure   at   thoughts   of    "home 

coming," 
To  the  home  of  my  childhood  so  cherished  Iw  all. 

T  shall  visit  the  playground,  the  little  low  school  house 

And  list  for  the  voices  of  those  who  were  there. 

Alas !  I  shall  miss  them,  who,  like  I,  have  wandered 

Out,  out,  in  the  world,  and  its  sorrows  to  share. 

But  the  same  sky  above  me  I   know  will  be   arching, 

The  same  breath  of  summer,  "the  sun's  gentle  rays" 

And   the    brook    through    the    meadow    and    song    birds    will 

welcome 
Me  back  to  the  home  of  ni}^  childhood's  glad  days. 

I  shall  visit  the  spot  in  the  silent  white  city, 
Where  sleeps  the  old  father  T  loved  as  a  child, 
Whose    words    oft    so   tenderly   chided    my    follies 
When  the  pleasures  of  life  made  me  reckless  and  wild. 
T  shall  wander  through  paths  that  to  me  were  so  sacred. 
The  trysting  place   where   as   young   lovers   we'd   roam. 
When  the  moon  shone  above  us  and   shadows  were   dancing 
Across  the  old  path  as  it  led  us  back  home. 

I  can  see  the  old  mother,  whose  form  is  now  bending, 
'Neath  a  burden  of  care  that  increases  with  the  years. 
And  I  see  once  again  the  old  glad  smile  of  welcome 
That  will  shine  on  her  face  thro'  a  fountain  of  tears. 
My  mother,  who  cared  for  me  when  I  was  helpless, 
Who  soothed  all  my  fears  on  her  dear  darling  breast. 
God  spare  me  to  see  her  once  more,  as  "home  coming" 
She  of  all  I  shall  meet  there,  "the  one  I  love  best." 
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THE  GRAND  OLD  NAMES. 

(Thoughts  suggested  upon  reading  names  of  women  on  the 
marrige  records  of  McLean  county  from  183 1  to  1840.) 


In  modern  times  the  names  of  women  do  not  have  the  same 
old  sound; 

Here  are  some,  of  the  old  time  maidens  in  the  marriage  rec- 
ord found, 

Years  have  flown  since  at  the  altar  side  by  side  they  stood 
with  men. 

Who  as  pioneers  have  nobly  proved  their  v/orth,  o'er  and 
again. 

Charity,  the  first  name  written ;  blessed  name  to  first  begin ; 

All  the  marriages  that  follow,  now  in  volumes  written  in, 

Follow  them  in  this  great  county,  mothers  of  this  grand  do- 
main. 

Sally,  Jane,  Eliza,  Milley,  Abagail  and  Ruth, 

Prudence,  Phoebe,  Mahala,  Dorcas,  some  were  known  as  in 

their  youth, 
Polly,  Hannah  and  Malinda,  Betsey,  Nancy  and  Keziah, 
Sophronia,  Elanore  and  Mercy,  Dorinda,  Anartis,  Mariah, 
Cerena,  Joan  and  Tabitha,  Matilda,  Lucy,  Ann  and  Zoe, 
Naomi,   Delphia   and   Zerilda,   follow   them  in   the   Maiden's 

Row; 
Thus  we  find  with  many  others  old-time  names  as  they  ap- 
pear— 
Names  today  in  modern  households  sounding  very  odd  and 
queer. 

Maranda,  Magdalane,  Tabra,  Elvira 

Are  followed  by  Cynthia,  Mildred  and  Palmira, 

Judith,    Jemmima,    Leah,    Isabelle. 

Susanah,  Amanda,  we  find  there  as  well, 
Virginia,  Evaline,  Temperance,  Chloe, 
With  Barbara,  Rhoda  are  found  in  a  row, 
Evarilla,  Roxanna,  Letitia,  are  seen 

Myrtilla  and  Alsey  written  between. 
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What  a  history  if  written,  since  those  wedding  bells  so  clear, 
Rang   with   joy,   as   hearts   united,   started   on   life's   journey 

here; 
With  the  Snow  Birds  of  the  Thirties  pledging  Honor,  Love 

and  Life, 
Living  thus  upon  the  praries,  husband,  father,  mother,  wife; 
Sturdy  Pioneers  around  you,  thousands  have  been  gathered 

now. 
Taking   place   of   you    followed,   in   the    Thirties,   team    and 

plow; 
But  the  names  of  Grand  Old  Mothers  on  the  record  books 

remain, 
Adding  lustre  to  the  honor  of  the  Countv  of  McLean. 


'^     >^    .^ 

WHAT  IS  HOME  WITHOUT  A  BABY? 


What   is   home   without   a   Mother,    rings   the   grand   truism 

old, 
Since  the  story  of  the  Manger  and  the  birth  of  Christ  was 

told. 
It  may  be  a  home  of  grandeur  filled  with  treasures  rich  and 

rare. 
But  one  absence  mars  its  beauty  if  it  holds  no  Mother  there. 
Yet  another  truth  is  added  to  the  old  truism  yet. 
One  that  parents  sad  and  lonely  never,  never,  can  forget. 
Mother  Love,  the  purest,  richest,  born  to  mankind  anywhere, 
In  the  Home  has  lost  its  sweetness  if  it  holds  no  Baby  there. 

What  is  Home  without  a  Baby,  with  its  tender  eyes  of  blue, 
Chubby  hands  and  cheeks  with  dimples,  crowing  as  it  looks 

at  you. 
Skin  as  soft  as   down,   and  tender,  as   the  bloom  upon  the 

rose, 
Or  the  blush  of  fragrant  flowers,  that  in  Fairy-garden  grows. 
God,  in  all  his  wise  creation,  planned  to  make  the  Home  a 

place. 
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From  whence  first  Love's  inspiration,  was  to  bless  the  human 
race. 

Home  and  Heaven  blend  together,  meaning  rest  from  world- 
ly care, 

But  the  Home  is  not  completed,  if  it  holds  no  Baby  there. 

What  is  Home  without  a  Baby,  asks  the  Mother  as  she  views 

Little  cast-off  baby  dresses,  little  cast  off  baby  shoes. 

See  her  take  the  little  playthings  from  some  hiding  place  and 

look 
At  the  torn  and  crumpled  pages  of  some  Baby  picture  book. 
Though   the   recollection   takes   her   back   for   many   by   gone 

years, 
'Tis  a  comfort  to  her  as  she  once  more  sees  them  through 

her  tears. 
Oh   the    Home    with    sacred    portals,    sanctified   by    Mother's 

prayer, 
Loses  half  its  charms  and  pleasure  if  it  holds  no  Baby  there. 

What  is  Home  without  a  Baby  asks  the  Father  as  at  night 
Home    returning    feels    no    Baby's    arms    around   his   neck   so 

tight. 
Sees  the  little  empty  cradle  in  the  corner  stowed  away, 
And  the   romping   Baby   absent,   he  with   whom   he   loved  to 

play. 
Hushed  are  all  the  songs  of  childhood  that  from  Mother  lips 

wo'ld  start. 
Flushed   are    all   the    childish   prattle    dear   to   every   parent's 

heart. 
Home  will  ever  live  in  Memory  and  its  sacredness  we  share, 
But  the  charms  at  least  are  fewer  if  it  holds  no  Baby  there! 
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"THE  WIFE,"  ONE  V>/HO  IS  WORTHY  OF 
YOUR  PROTECTION. 


She's  the  richest,  dearest  treasure  God  ever  gave  to  man, 

Fulfilling  all  the  measure  of  His  wise  and  holy  plan ; 

She's  the  first  to  share  his  sorrows,  and  she's  last  to  leave 

his   side, 
Should  misfortune  be  his  portion  or  disaster  him  betide. 
Oh,  she's  just  what  God  intended,  from  the  start  to  end  of 

life— 
A  helpmate  and  a  comfort,  and  to  crown  it  all,  a  wife. 

If  you  prosper  in  your  dealings  in  the  v/orld,  be  what  they 

may. 
You  will  find  no  truer  counselor  to  help  you  on  your  way ; 
If  you  meet  with  disappointments  and  you  long  to  find  relief, 
She   will   buoy  you   with   brightest   hope   or   share   with   you 

your  grief. 
Be  it  health  or  be  it  sickness,  you  are  always  sure  to  find 
One  friend,  your  wife,  close  by  you — one  a  blessing  to  man- 
kind. 

Though  her  beauty  may  have  faded  and  the  charms  of  youth 

no  more 
Belong   to   her   you    wedded    when    the   blush   of   youth    she 

wore ; 
Though   her   hair   be   tinged   v>^ith   silver   and    her   cheek   no 

longer  show 
The  dimples  you  admired  in  the  days  of  long  ago, 
Yet  her  heart  is  just  as  tender,  and  affection  just  as  true, 
As  they  were  when  as  a  maiden  she  entrusted  them  to  yon. 

Then  as  down  life's  stream  together  hand  in  hand  yc>u  both 

may  glide, 
Now   a   loving  wife   and   mother,   just  the   same   as   v/hen   a 

bride. 
She  will  cling  with  arms  about  you   and  the  same  old  love 

divide. 
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To  renew  it  o'er  the  river  as  you  meet  the  other  side. 

Oh  the  world  would  be  a  failure  and  God's  plan  would  fail 
in  life, 

Were  it  not  for  one  He  gave  you — she,  the  true  and  loving- 
wife. 

^     ^     ^ 

A  PICTURE  UNVEILED. 


There's  a  wonderful  picture  once  each  year 

Unveiled,  and  reveals  to  sight 
A  scene  that  is  drawn  from  the  path  of  life 

With  a  background  dark  as  night, 
There  is  want  and  woe  in  their  wretchedness 

Over  which  like  a  giant  stands 
Bold  avarice,  and  the  widow's  loaf 

Is  clutched  in  his  prasping  hands. 

We  gaze  on  the  wonderful  picture  long, 

And  study  each  tint  and  hue 
Where  the  colors  blend,  as  the  artist's  touch 

Has  painted  from  life  so  true, 
There  is  golden  grain  from  the  fertile  fields, 

These  are  coffers  of  gold  that  shine 
Through  the  crowded  vaults  where  the  treasures  He 

That  come  from  the  field  and  mine. 

But  sir ;  There's  a  flow  of  soft  mellow  light 

On  the  wonderful  canvass   falls 
And  a  beautiful  transformation  scene 

The  vision  of  man  enthralls, 
The  background  dark,  like  the  morning  mist 

In  the   sunlight,   fades  away, 
And  behold !  like  a  bow  of  promise  shines 

God's  own  "Thanksgiving  Dav."' 
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From  the  horn  of  plenty  flows  a  stream 

That  bears  on  its  welcome  tide, 
To  the  homeless  poor  and  the  widow's  door 

The  treasures  the  earth  provide, 
And  the  smile  of  God  on  the  picture  rests 

As  the  shadows  fade  away 
And  the  sun  goes  down  on  a  nation  blessed, 

On  glad  Thanksgiving  Day. 

^     "^     ^ 

UNCLE  REMUS  AT  DE  MEETINS. 


Geeminy  rivers !    I  am  all  shuck  up, 

I's  shot  clean  full  ob  holes — 
An'  in  all  my  bahn  days  I  neber  seed 

Sech  a  method  for  a  savin'  souls. 
Why  I  thought  when  de  meetin's  fust  begun, 

How  a  host  ob  fren's  ob  mine, 
Would  jest  have  to  walk  right  up  to  de  scratch. 

And  dar  hab  to  'Toe  de  line." 

Well  I  went  down  dar  feelin'  sort-o-peart, 

Fer  I  knowed  sure  dat  Ole  Bill  Jones, 
An'  Ike  an'  Tom  Bowers  an'  Sandry  Crow 

Needed  shakin'  up  of  dar  dry  bones. 
Well,  somehow  or  other,  they  sot  dar  as  cool 

An  unconsarned  as  they  could  be ; 
For  ebery  shot  from  dat  gospel  gun 

Glanced  off'n  em,  and  shure  hit  me. 

Wh}^,  hit  seems  as  ef  de  whole  congregation  jest 

Was  a  eye'n  an'  a  lookin'  at  me ; 
An'  my  wife  eben  sort  o'  seemed  put  out 

An'  as  worried  as  she  could  be. 
An  altho  I  had  pitceured  a-lambastin*  sure 

Fer  dem  other  fellows  an'  dere  ways, 
Pears  like  my  own  failin's  loomed  up  bigger  den 

Nor  they  did  in  all  my  bahn  days. 
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Now  de  preacher  he  talked  about  all  de  sins 

Dat  a  mortal  man  here  commits. 
An'  he  sailed  inter  some  folks  dat  know, 

An  he  gin  dem  particular  fits. 
But  somehow  hit  sot  me  a  thinkin'  hahd, 

As  each  troof  made  me  plainly  see, 
Dat  ef  all  de  congregation  took  dere  share, 

Dar  was  plenty  left  dar  fer  me. 

So  I  drapped  de  other  fellows  out'n  my  haid, 

Fer  hit  wan't  doin'  me  no  good, 
An  sez  I,  "ole  feller,  it's  up  to  you  shuah, 

Fer  to  know  jest  whar  you  stood." 
An'  I  finds  dat  de  Lawd  doesent  ax  a  man. 

Tew  pint  out  jest  whos  de  wust. 
Until  arter  he  has  got  busy  at  home, 

An'  cleaned  his  own  back  yahd  fust. 

Hits  strange  how  dat  old  time  gospel  yet 

Finds  a  way  to  de  human  heart, 
An  de  slumberin'  fires  grows  bright  agin 

An'  burns  wid  a  bran  new  start. 
But  no  one  can  borrow  anoder's  light, 

Fer  your  own  lamps  got  to  have  ile. 
An',   say,   dat   kind   ob   preachin'   has   sure   enuff 

Got  de  Debbel  jest  skinned  a  mile. 
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HE  CAN  LIVE  WITH  THE  OLD  WIFE 

THERE. 


Have  you  heard  the  good  news  that  has  come,  Mary  ? 

I  just  read  it  down  at  the  store. 
And  my  heart  beats  with  joy,  and  is  lighter 

Than  it  has  been  for  years  before. 
Do  you  know  that  it  reads  McLean  count}^ 

Has  remembered  her  boys,  and  sa3^s 
They  will  build  for  his  home  a  new  cottage 

Where  he  may  in  peace  end  his  days. 
Yes,  a  home  as  a  tribute  to  soldiers, 

To  the  union  defenders,  and  where 
When  the  old  soldier  goes  as  an  inmate 

He  can  live  with  the  old  wife  there. 

Do  you  wonder  a  burden  is  lifted 

From  my  heart  as  I  oft  think  of  you, 
Through  the  years  of  the  war,  yes  and  since  then, 

As  wife  and  companion  most  true. 
When  at  Shiloh  I  fell  with  a  bullet 

That  crippled  me  thus  far  in  life. 
Death  itself  would  have  oft  been  a  mercy 

Were  it  not  for  the  dear  old  wife. 
So  together  we'll  go  down  to  Quincy, 

Each  sharing  life's  joys  and  care. 
And  the  old  soldier's  life  will  be  happy 

As  he  lives  with  the  old  wife  there. 

I  remember  one  day  when  I  left  you. 

One  beautiful  morning  in  June, 
And  the  drums  and  the  fife  they  were  playing, 

That  old  ne'er  forgotten  tune, 
'Twas  the  song  of  "The  Girl  I  Left  Behind  Me." 

And  I  watched  you  with  tear  dimmed  eye. 
As  proudly  beneath  the  old  colors 

With  the  other  boys  I  marched  by. 
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But  nevermore  now  shall  I  leave  you, 
Together  life's  joys  we  will  share, 

For  when  I  reach  my  new  home  in  Quincy 
I  can  live  with  my  old  wife  there. 

The  children  who  once  lived  to  bless  us 

Have  years  ago  passed  on  above, 
And  alone  we  are  left,  without  treasures. 

Save  that  of  a  long  cherished  love. 
In  a  few  years,  at  most,  'twill  be  ended. 

But  be  those  years  many  or  few. 
They'll  be  glad  ones,  because  I  shall  live  them, 

Dear  wife,  in  a  cottage  with  you. 
May  the  blessing  of  God  be  upon  those 

Who  provided  such  bountiful  care, 
For  the  old  soldier  who  when  in  Quincy 

Can  live  with  the  old  wife  there. 


^     ^     ^ 


TO  MOTHER. 

No  sweeter  sound  can  mortal  hear. 
Or  falls  on  "Mother's"  listening  ear, 
Than  helpless  infant's  plaintive  cries 
As  in  its  mother's  arms  it  lies. 
Her  life,  her  love,  her  hopes  are  there. 
And  hallowed  by  her  saintly  prayer 

She  looks  into  its  face  with  joy, 
And  come  what  will  in  future  years 
To  thrill  her  heart  with  hopes  or  fears, 
To  her  'twill  live,  'mid  joy  or  tears — 

Her  babe's  first  cry  that  binds  her  boy 
To  Mother. 

What  tho  his  wayward  feet  have  trod 
A  path  that  leads  away  from  God, 
And  prayers  he  learned  beside  her  knee 
May  still  for  years  forgotten  be— 
Or  if  upon  the  scroll  of  fame 
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May  written  be  his  honored  name, 

Her  happiness  without  alloy 
Will  shine  upon  her  dear  old  face 
With  radiance  bright  naught  can  efface 
If  in  her  hand  some  token  place 

Some  sweet  reminder  from  her  boy 
To  Mother. 

Perchance  the  gift  may  be  the  bloom 
Of  flowers,  bright  with  sweet  perfume. 
With  petals,  soft  and  pure,  and  white. 
That  lilossomed   'neath  God's  pure  sunlight, 
If  from  the  absent  boy  it  came, 
And  through  her  tears  she  reads  his  name. 

Naught  can  her  happiness  destro)^, 
But  sweet  as  fragrance  of  the  flowers 
That  bloomed  in  some  "Elysian''  bowers, 
She'll  dream  of  by-gone  happy  hours 

And  prize  her  gift  from  absent  boy 
To  Mother. 

Ah,  Mother's  love,  so  deep,  so  pure, 
To  live  and  through  all  time  endure, 
A  fountain  from  which  of  a  truth. 
Springs  all  things  good,  to  bless  our  youth, 
God's  wisdom  would  be  incomplete 
And  loving  kindness  be  less  sweet, 

That  human  lives  on  earth  enjoy 
Were  it  not  for  that  gentle  grace 
That  lives  to  bless  the  human  race. 
Those  smiles  that  light  up  l^.Iother's  face 

And  calls  back  home  the  absent  boy 
To  Mother. 

Mankind  may  fame  and  honors  crave 
From  earliest  manhood  to  the  grave ; 
But  tho  the  shadows  gather  o'er 
Her  path,  as  nearing  Heaven's  shore. 
How  tenderly  old  memories  bring 
And  cause  her  trembling  lips  to  sxvz 
Sweet  songs  of  childhood — blest. 
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Methinks,  if  absent  son  could  see 
His  gift  of  flowers  on  her  knee, 
His  love  expressed  would  surely  be 
For  one  who  loves  him  truest,  best- 
His  Mother. 


THANKSGIVING  DAY  HEART 
LONGINGS. 


Oh,  for  a  touch  of  the  magic  wand  that  would  turn  back  the 
hands  once  more, 

On  the  dial  of  life  to  the  by-gone  days,  to  the  dear  old  days 
of  yore. 

That  would  seat  us  again  by  the  old  fireside,  where  the  chil- 
dren were  wont  to  play, 

And  the  world  seemed  an  open  book  to  all.  as  we  welcomed 
Thanksgiving  day. 

Oh,  for  the  sight  of  the  dear  old  home,  ere  the  shadows  of 
coming  years 

Had  dimmed  the  eyes,  or  the  heartaches  drew  from  them  the 
fast  falling  tears ; 

There  was  joy  unbridled,  at  even-tim.e,  there  was  hope  now 
passed  away, 

That  shone  in  the  lives  of  the  old  home  folks,  as  they  wel- 
comed Thanksgiving  day. 

Oh,    for   a   taste   of   those   joys   so   sweet,   to   drive   out  the 

blighting  chill, 
That  clings  'round  the  heart  like  bands  of  steel,  as  wearily  up 

life's  hill 
We    struggle    on,    'mid    the    cares    of    life,    with    locks    fast 

tinged   with   gray, 
And  hearts  that  but  long  for  the  old  time  love,  that  cheered 

us  Thanksgiving  day. 


POEMS  BY  C.  C.  HASSLER.  89 

Oh,  for  the  love  and  the  peaceful  glow,  that  shone  on  the 

hearthstone   bright — 
May  they  ever  live  in  the  hearts  of  men,  to  guide  them  in 

truth  and  right, 
And  like  a  sweet  Censor,  ever  swung,  with  perfume  sacred 

fall 
Awakening  thoughts  in  the  weary  soul  as  they  flit  through 

mem'ry's   hall, 
But  bringing  back  sweet  loving  dreams,  to  live,  to  cheer,  to 

stay. 
As  one  perpetual  beam  of  hope,  each  glad  Thanksgiving  day. 


^     ^     ^ 

THANKSGIVING  DAY. 


Through  life's  changing  scenes  and  sorrov/s, 

Disappointments,   hopes   and   fears, 
Sad  todays  but  glad  tomorrows 

Share  alike  the  passing  years ; 
Passing  years,  like  spectres  gliding 

Thro'  the  shadows  of  the  night, 
Flit  across  our  vision,  hiding 

Scenes  of  long  ago  from  light. 
But  there  comes  this  thought  to  cheer  us 

As  through  life  we  wend  our  way. 
Friends  we  love  the  best  are  near  us 

On  the  glad   Thanksgiving   day. 

Each  decade  of  time  assures  us, 

Tho'  with  burdens  life  is  dear; 
Dreams  of  future  joys  allure  us 

Onward  as  life's  goal  we  near, 
Not  in  solid  phalanx  moving. 

Nor  like  armored  knights  of  yore 
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Over  fallen  victims  proving 
Victors  in  the  art  of  war, 

But  in  peaceful,  glad  reunion 
Business  cares  are  laid  away, 

Friends  we  love  in  sweet  communion 
Share  our  glad  Thanksgiving  Day. 


^     ^     ^ 

THANKSGIVING  DAY  REMEMBRANCES. 


There's  a  touch  of  sacred  sadness 

In  remembrances  that  wake, 
As  we  gather  'round  the  table, 

And  with  grateful  hearts  partake 
Of  the  bounties  spread  before  us 

On  each  glad  Thanksgiving  day. 
Something  often  seems  a  lacking, 

'Though  disguise  it  as  we  may, 
For  so  oft'  a  chair  is  empty, 

And  a  voice  we  hear  no  more. 
That  was  full  of  joy  and  gladness 

When  we  met  one  year  before. 

'Praps  it  was  someone  that  loved  us; 

'Praps  some  litle  one  whose  face 
Looked  so  happy,  as  she,  smiling, 

Sat  there  in  the  baby's  place. 
'Praps  it  was  some  dear  old  father, 

With  his  locks  of  silver  gray, 
Happy  in  the  chair  of  honor, 

On  the  last  Thanksgiving  day. 
But  today  his  place  is  vacant; 

Silent  now  the  voice  we  know 
That  was  full  of  joy  and  gladness 

When  we  met  one  year  ago. 
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Thus  the  years  roll  on,  each  bringmg 

With  Thanksgiving  Day  new  joys, 
Adding  wisdom,  hope  and  courage 

To  the  romping  girls  and  boys. 
Treasure  all  the  love  they  bring  us, 

Soon  their  chairs  will  vacant  stand, 
And  in  mem'ry  only,  will  you 

Fondly  grasp  each  little  hand. 
Home,  with  all  its  ties  endearing, 

Like  the  fading  Hght  of  shore, 
Will  be  missed  when  on  life's  ocean, 

They  return  to  it  no  more. 

Yet  Thanksgiving  day  so  often, 

Like  a  bow  of  promise  spans 
Years  long  past  when  life's  hard  journey. 

Hopeful,  trustful  we  began, 
Takes  us  back  to  home,  when  mother 

Stood  with  welcome  smiles  to  greet. 
With  a  mother's  blessing,  children. 

Who  each  year  once  loved  to  meet. 
Gone!  alas,  toda}'^,  some  sleeping 

'Neath  the  daisies  or  the  snow. 
Those,  who  thus  in  glad  reunion 

Met  with  us  one  year  ago.  ^ 
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